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DEDICATION TO THE QUEEN. 
MADAM, 

IS/Iy only title to the gireat honour I now do my" 
self, is. the obligation I have formerly received 
from your royal indulgence ; which I remember 
with the utmost gratitude. I was indeed uneasy^ 
till I had bethought myself of some means of re- 
lieying my heart by expressing its acknowledg- 
ments : my inclination cavried me to poetry ; your 
virtues determined me to sacred poetry above all 
other.; and in that kind there is no subject more 
exalted and affecting than this which I have 
chosen :^ its very first mention snatches away the 
soul to llie borders of eternity, surrounds it with 
wonders, opens to it on every hand the most sur- 
prising scenes of awe and astonishment,' and ter- 
minates its view with nothing less than the fulness 
of glory, and the throne of God. 

But this may seem a very improper season for 
any thing of so grave and solemn a nature to pre- 
sent itself before you, and mingle with the gaiety 

46. B 



6 THE LAST DAY. 

and splendour of universal joy and thanksgiving: 
yet if VFe consider that the thoughts which you 
will meet in the following pages are sueh as are 
ever uppermost in your own heart ; and that, in 
all probability, those great blessings which your 
people now enjoy, are the reward of that religious 
bent of mind and virtuous disposition in their 
Prince ; I hope that may seem less foreign and 
unseasonable, which is the root of the felicity now 
flourishing amongst us, and shedding its ripened 
fruits on our land. 

They are strangers to your Majesty, who think, 
when they write to the British throne, that vic-< 
tories and triumphs must be their constant theme; 
they know not there is something you hold much 
dearer than either your fortune or your glory; 
they have not attended to your unbounded cha- 
rities; they have not heard of your royal care 
and generosity to those who serve at the holy 
altar; they never sufficiently admired your reso- 
hitioB of building magnificently to the Lord, and 
setting wide the gates of salvation : in a word, 
they are still to be informed, that prudent coun- 
sels and successful arms, well-ordered states, 
and humbled foes, are only the second glories of 
your most illustrious reign. « 

It is, madam, a prospect truly great, to behold 
you seated on your throne, surrounded with your 
fietithful counsellors and mighty men of war, issu-f 
mg forth commands to your own people, or giving 
audience to the great prinees and powerful rulers 
of the earth : but why should we confine your 
glory here? I nm pleased to see you rise from 
this lower world, soaring above the clouds, pass- 
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ing the first and second heavens, leaving the fixed 
stars behind you ; nor will I lose you there, but 
keep ycm still in view through the bonodless 
spaces on the other side of creation, in your 
journey towards eternal bliss ; till I behold the 
heaven of heavens open, and angels receiving 
and conveying you stQl onward from the stretch 
of my imagination, which tires in her pursuit, and 
falls back again to the earth. 

What a panegyric is it on human nature to con<- 
sider, that it shidl come to pass in some future 
time, through which the thread of your existence 
shall run, that you yourself may forget this gloria- 
ous y^r\ or make its remembrance only serve 
by comparison to recommend superior honours, 
and more splendid renown? Let us tremble at 
the power of God, and adore the profusion of his 
goodness on us his creatures? We behold thee, 
O Queen ! great in peace and war, great in thy 
alliance, greater in thyself! We see thee blessing 
thy people, and composing the strifes of Europe ; 
we survey thee in this full light, this blaze of sub<^ 
lunary greatness, and own thy glory js not yet 
begun. 

Such thoughts might appear too warm and af- 
fected on another occasion ; but they are so na- 
tural to him who presents such a theme to such a 
.Queen, that they are not without violence to be 
suppressed. When at your royal leisure you 
turn over the following sheets, if you find any 
thing that encourages virtue, or disheartens vice, 

* The year 1713, when the peace of UtretchJ waa coa- 
claded. 
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let it intercede for pardon of my many defects 
and errors. 

That your reign may be as pious as it is glori- 
ous, .and give posterity as many instances of ex- 
emplary virtue and religion, as it will of eminent 
talents and extraordinary capacities ; that it may 
not only shine in history and be great in the an- 
nals of the earth, but also be set down in the ob- 
servation of angels, and with distinguished cha^ 
racters be written in the book of life, to give joy 
at the Great Day; is the constant prayer of 
him who is (as most particularly obliged to be) 

Your Majesty^s 
Most humble 
And most obedient Subject, 

Edward Young, 
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Venit somma dies.-^ — Vi rg . 



BOOK I. 

Ipse pater, media nimboniin in noote, oorosca 
FalmiDa molUnr dextra. Quo maxima moto 
Terra tremit : fogere ferae ; et mortalia oorda 
Per gentes humilia stray it pavor. 

ViRO. 



While others sing the fortune of the great. 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of state, 
Widi Britain's hero ' set their souls on fire> 
And grow immortal as his deeds inspire, 
I draw a deeper scene ; a scene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm*d, both Earth and Heaven o*err 

thrown, 
And gasping Nature's last tremendous groan ; 
Death's ancient sceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom ! 
Twist joy and pain I view the bold design. 
And ask my anxious heart if it be mine ? 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the sight of conscious stars or sun^ 

* The Duke of Marlborovgli. 
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10 THE LAST DAY. B. I, 

Is far beneath my daring ; I look down 
On all the splendours of the British crown. 
This globe is for my verse a narrow bound ; 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around ! 
O ! all ye angels, howsoe'er disjoined. 
Of every various order, place, and kind, 
Hear, and assist a feeble mortal's lays ; 
Tis your eternal King I strive to praise. 

But chiefly thou, great Ruler ! Lord of all ! 
Before whose throne archangels prostrate fall ; 
If at thy nod, from discord and from night, 
Sprang beauty, and yon sparkling worlds of light. 
Exalt e'en me : all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darkness of my mind dispel; 
To my great subject thou my breast inspire. 
And raise ipy labouring soul with equal fire. 

Man ! bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous Nature's face; 
See Spring's gay bloom, see golden A utumn's store. 
See how Earth smiles, and hear old Ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumbrous mail. 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies sail. 
Here forests rise, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here rivers measure climes, and worlds divide ; 
There valleysjfraught with gold's resplendent seeds. 
Hold kings' and kingdoms' fortunes in their beds : 
There to the skies aspiring hills ascend. 
And into distant lands their shades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride. 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vast landscape unconfinec^. 
Or view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raise ; 
^Twill raise thy wonder, but transcend thy praise. 
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How far from east to west ! the labouring eye 
Can scarce the distant azure bounds descry : 
Wide theatre ! where tempests play at large. 
And God's right hand can all its wrath discharge. 
Mark how lliose radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the seasons, and the year control : 
They shine through time with an unaltered ray. 
See this grand period rise, and that decay : 
So vast, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd etherial space ; 
So bright, with such a wealth of glory stored, 
Twere sin in heathens not to have adored. 

How great, how firm, how sacred, all appears ! 
How worthy an immortal round of years ! 
Yet all must drop, as Autumn s sickliest grain. 
And earth and firmament be sought in vain : 
The tract forgot where constellations shone. 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time shall be slain, all Nature be destroyed. 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner or later, in some future date, 
(A dreadful secret in the book of fate !) 
This hour, for aught all human wisdom knows. 
Or when ten thousand harvests more have rose ; 
When scenes are changed on this revolving earth. 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth ; 
While other Bourboqs xule in other lands. 
And (if man's sin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the still busy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thousand years before. 
Thoughtless as those who now life's mazes run. 
Of earth dissolved, or an extinguished sun ; 
(Ye sublunary worlds ! awake, awake ! 
Ye rulers of the nations ! hear, and shake !) 
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Thick clouds of darkness shall arise on day, 
In sudden night all Earth's dominions lay. 
Impetuous winds the scatter'd forests rend. 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his wonted shore ; 
A sanguine stain the silver moon o'erspread. 
Darkness the circle of the Sun invade ; 
Erom inmost Heaven incessant thunders roll. 
And the strong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo ! a mighty trump, one half concealed 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveaFd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note ; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 
The' extended circuit of creation shake. 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh, powerful blast ! to which no equal sound 
Did e'er the frighted ear of Nature wound. 
Though rival clarions have been strained on high, 
And kindled wars immortal through the sky ; 
Though God's whole enginery discharged, and all 
The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 

Have angels sinn'd? and shall not man beware? 
How shall a son of earth decline the snare 1 
Not folded arms, and slackness of the mind. 
Can promise for the safety of mankind. 
None are supinely good ; through care and pain. 
And various arts, the steep ascent we gain. 
This is the scene of combat, not of rest; 
Man's is laborious happiness at best : 
On this side death his dangers never cease ; 
His joys are joys of conquest, not of peace. 

If then, obsequious to the will of Fate, 
And bending to the terms of human state, 
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When guilty joys invite us to their arms, [charms^ 
When Beauty smiles, or Grandeur spreads her 
The conscious soul would this great scene display. 
Call down the' immortal hosts in dread array. 
The trumpet sound, the Christian banner spread. 
And rieiise from silent graves the trembling dead; 
Such deep impression would the picture make. 
No power on earth her firm resolve could shake ; 
Engaged with angels she would greatly stand, 
And look regardless down on sea and land : 
Not proiFer'd worlds her ardour could restrain. 
And Death might shake his threatening lance in 

vain! 
Her certain conquest would endear the fight. 
And danger serve but to exalt delight. 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal spring 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I sing, 
More boldly we our labours may pursue. 
And all the dreadful image set to view. 

The sparkling eye, the sleek and painted breast. 
The bumish'd scale, curl'd train, and rising crest. 
All that is lovely in the noxious snake^ 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake : 
The sting once drawn, his guiltless beauties rise 
In pleasing lustre, and detain our eyes ; 
We view with joy what once did horror move. 
And strong aversion softens into love. 

8ay then, my Muse ! whom dismal scenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid ! if bold to dare 
The last extremes of terror and despair ; 
Oh say what change on earth, what heart in man. 
This blackest moment since the world began. 

Ah mournful turn ! the blissful Earth, who late 
At leisure on her axle roU'd in state. 
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While thousand golden planets knew no rest. 
Still onward in their circling journey press'd; 
A grateful change of seasons some to bring. 
And sweet vicissitude of fall and spring ; 
Some through vast oceans to conduct the keel. 
And some those watery worlds to sink or swell: 
Around her some their splendours to display. 
And gild her globe with tributary day ; 
This world so great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heayen's darling child, and favourite of her Gk>d, 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkness and despair. 
No sun in radiant glory shines on high. 
No light, but from the terrors of the sky; 
Fallen are her mountains, her famed rivers lost. 
And all into a second chaos toss'd : 
One universal ruin spreads abroad ; 
Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God. 

Such,£arth ! thy fate: what then canst thou afford 
To comfort and support thy guilty lord? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon. 
How must he bend his soul's ambition down ! 
Prostrate, thejreptile own, and disavow 
His boasted stature, and assuming brow! 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curse his form. 
That speaks distinction from his sister worm ! 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
Lord ! why dost thou forsake whom thou hast made ? 
Who can sustain thy anger? who can stand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 
It flies the reach of thought: oh, save me. Power 
Of powers supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 
Thou who beneath the frown of Fate hast stood, 
And in thy dreadful agony sweat blood ; 
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Thou who for me, through every throbbing vein. 
Hast felt the keenest edge of mortal pain ; 
Whom Death led captive through the realms below. 
And taught those horrid mysteries of woe ; 
Defend me, O my God ! oh, save me. Power. 
Of powers supreme, in that tremendous hour! 

From east to west they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring shelter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming seas to sweep. 
Or rocks to yawn, compassionately deep: 
Seas cast the monster forth to meet his doom. 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an earthly crown. 
While Death sits threatening in his prince's frown. 
His heart's dismayed; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a distant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king*s severe decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the sea; 
The port he seeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to bis lifted sword. 

But why this idle toil to paint that day? 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the distress, 
The height of eloquence would make it less. 
Heavens! how the good man trembles!— 

And is there a Last Day? and must there come 
A sure, a flx'd, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition I swell ; and, thy proud sails to show, 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow ; 
Wealth! on a golden mountain blazing stand. 
And reach an India forth in either hand ; 
Spread all thy purple clusters, tempting Vine ! 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty ! shine ; 
Shine all, in all your charms together rise. 
That all, in all your charms, I may despise. 
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While I mount upward on a strong desire. 
Borne, like Elijah, on a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involved ! 
To smile at death I to long to be dissolved I 
From our decays a pleasure to receive I 
And kindle into transport at a grave I 
What equals this] And shall the victor now 
Boast the proud laurels on his loaded browl 
Religion ! oh, thou cherub, heavenly bright! 
Oh joys unmixed, and fathomless delight ! 
Thou, thou art all ; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught but God and my own soul. 

For ever, then, my soul ! thy God.adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praise him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame. 
And fiush my conscious cheek with spreading 

shame ? 
They all for him pursue, or quit^ their end ; 
The mounting flames their burning power suspend; 
In solid heaps the* unfrozen billows stand, 
To rest and silence awed by his command : 
Nay, the dire monsters that infest the flood, 
By Nature dreadful, and athirst for blood. 
His will can calm, their savage tempers bind. 
And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain . 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main, 
When Darkness round him all her horrors spread. 
And the loud ocean beliow'd o'er his head ? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies, 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rise ; 
When now the foaming surges, tossed on high, . 
Disclose the sands beneath, and touch the sky ; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghast 
Look back with terror on their actions past. 



B» I« THE LAST DAYj 17 

Their courage sickens into deep dismay. 
Their hearts^ through fear and anguish, melt away ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, the tempest can appease;! 
Now they devote their treasure to the seas ; 
Unload their shatter'd bark, though richly fraught. 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold ; but, oh, the storm so high ! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themselves to save. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave ; 
Down he descends, and, booming o er his head, 
The billows close ; he 's number'd with the dead* 
(Hear, O ye just ! attend, ye virtuous few ! 
And the bright paths of piety pursue) 
Lo ! the great Ruler of the world, from high. 
Looks smiling down with a propitious eye. 
Covers his servant with his gracious hand. 
And bids tempestuous Nature silent stand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 
Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace ; 
He bridles in the monsters of the deep ; 
The bridled monsters awful distance keep; 
Forget their hunger while they view their prey, . 
And guiltless gaze, and round the stranger play. 

But still arise new wonders : Nature*s Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his powerful word. 
And calls the great leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his state. 
Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bound. 
Makes the sea shake, and heaven and earth re- 
Blackens the waters with the rising sand, [sound. 
And drives vast billows to the distant land. 
As yawns an earthquake, when imprison'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 

46. c 



IB THE LAST DAY. B. i. 

The whale expands his jaws' enonnous size. 
The prophet views the cavera with surprise^ 
Measures his monstrous teeth> afar descried. 
And rolls his wondering eyes from side to side ; 
Then takes possession of the spacious seat. 
And sails secure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleased the northern blast to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear. 
Or falls, immersed, into the depths below. 
Where the dead silent waters never flow; 
To die foundations of the htUs conveyed, 
Dwells in the shelving mountain's dfeadful shade; 
Where plummet never reacfa'd he draws his breadr. 
And glides serenely through the paths of death. 
Two. wondrous days and nights through coral 

groves. 
Through labyrinths of rocks and sands, he roves ; 
When the third morning, with its level rays. 
The .mountains gilds, and on the billows plays. 
It sees the king of waters rise, and pour 
His sacred guest uninjured on the shore ; 
A type of that great blessing which the Muse 
In her next labour ardently pursues. 



THE LA8T DAY. 10 



BOOK 11. 



PhoCYL. 



». e. 



We hope that the departed will rise again from the dust ; 
after which, like the godg, thej will be iaimortal. 



Now man awakes, and from bis silent bed. 
Where he has slept for ages, lifts his head. 
Shakes off the slumber of ten thousand years. 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whatever the bold, the rash adventure cost, 
In wide eternity I dare be lost. 
The Muse is wont in narrow bounds to sing. 
To teach the swain, or celebrate the king : 
I grasp the whole ; no more to parts confined, 
I lift my Yoice, and sing to humankind: 
I sing to men and angels ; angels join. 
While such the theme, their sacred songs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted sound 
RoUs the wide circuit of creation round. 
An universal concourse to prepare 
Of all that ever breathed the vital air; 
In some wide field, which active whirlwinds sweep. 
Drive cities, forests, mountains, to the deep. 
To smooth and lengthen out the' unbounded space, 
And spread an area for all human race. 

Now monuments prove faithful to their trust, 
And render back their long committed dust; 
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Now charnels rattle ; scattered limbs, and all 
The various booes, obsequious to the call, 
Selfmoved, advance ; the neck, perhaps, to meet 
The distant head ; the distant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, see through the dusky sky 
Pragments of bodies in confusion fly. 
To distant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deserted members, and complete the frame. 

When the world bow'd to Rome*s almighty 
sword, 
Rome bow*d to Pompey, and confessed her lord : 
Yet one day lost, this deity below 
Became the scorn and pity of his foe ; 
His blood a traitor's sacrifice was made. 
And smoked indignant on a ruffian's blade : 
No trumpet's sound, no gasping army's yell. 
Bid, with due horror, his great soul farewell : 
Obscure his fall ! all weltering in his gore. 
His trunk was cast to perish on the shore I 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monster dead. 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This sever'd head and trunk shall join once more^ 
Though realms now rise between, and oceans roar. 
The trumpets sound each vagrant mote shall hear. 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air. 
Obey the signal wafted in the wind. 
And not one sleeping atom lag behind. 
So swarming bees that, on a summer's day 
In airy rings and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen sound, their wanderings 
And, gently circling, on a bough descend, [end. 

The body thus renewed, the conscious soul. 
Which has perhaps been fluttering near the pole. 
Or midst the burning planets wondering stray'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpse was laid. 
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Or rather coasted on her final state. 
And fear'dy or wish'd» for her appointed fate ; 
This soul, returning with a constant flame. 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame : 
life, which ran down before, so high is wound. 
The springs maintain an everlasting round. 
Thus a frsul model of the work designed 
Pirst takes a copy of the builder's mind ; 
Before the structure firm, with lasting oak. 
And marble bowels of the solid rock. 
Turns the strong arch, and bids the columns rise. 
And bear the lofty palace to the skies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to surpass. 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brass. 

That ancient, sacred, and illustrious dome'. 
Where soon or late fair Albicans heroes come 
From camps and courts, though great, or wise, or 

just. 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dust ; 
That solemn mansion of the royal dead. 
Where passing slaves o'er sleeping monarchs tread. 
Now populous overflows ; a numerous race 
Of rising kings fill all the' extended space : 
A life well spent, not the victorious sword. 
Awards the crown, and styles the greater lord. 

Nor monuments alone, and burial earth. 
Labours with man to this his second birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp arise. 
And gilded theatres invade the skies. 
Nations shall wake, whose unrespected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious sons. 
The most magnificent and costly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

' Westminster Abbev. 

C2 



22 THB LAST DAY. B. IT. 

No spot on earth but has supplied a grave, 
And human skulls the spacious ocean pave : 
All's full of man; and at this dreadful turn 
The swarm shall issue, and the hive shall bum. 

Not all at on€e, nor in Kke manner, rise: 
Some lift with pain their slow unwilling eyes. 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light. 
And bless the grave, anfl call for lasting night : 
Others, whose long attempted virtue stood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the rushing flood. 
Whose firm resolve nor beauty could melt down. 
Nor raging tyrants from their posture frown ; 
Such, in this day of horrors, shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien. 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above ; 
The centre shakes, their hearts disdain to move. 
An earth dissolving, and a heaven thrown wide, 
A yawning gulf, and fiends on every side. 
Serene they view, impatient of delay. 
And bless the dawn of everlasting day. 

Here Greatness prostrate falls ; there Strength 
gives place. 
Here lazars smile ; there Beauty hides her face. 
Christians, ^nd Jews, and Turks, and Pagans standi 
A blended throng, one undistinguish'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expired. 
With zeal for their distinct persuasions fired. 
In mutual friendship their long slumber break. 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But none are flushed with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juster confidence, enjoy the storm. 
Than those whose pious bounties, unconfined. 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 
In that illustrious rank what shining light. 
With such distinguished glory, fills my sight? 
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Bend down, my grateful Muse! that homage show. 
Which to such worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham ! Tox! ChichelyM hail,illustrious names! 
Who to far distant times dispense your beams ; 
Beneath your shades, and near your crystal springs, 
I first presumed to touch the trembling strings : 
All hail, thrice honoured ! 'twas your great renown 
To bless a people, and oblige a crown ; 
And now you rise, eternally to shine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God ! oh, how shall mortal raise 
His soul to due returns of grateful praise. 
For bounty so profuse to humankind. 
Thy wondrous gift of an eternal mind 1 
Shall I, who, some few years ago, was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express. 
Was nothing ; shall 1 live, when every fire 
Of every star shall languish and expire? 
When earth's no more, shall I survive above. 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I stand. 
See new worlds rolling from his spacious hand. 
Where our adventures ^shall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michael sung or fought? 
All that has being in full consort join. 
And celebrate the depths of love divine ! 

But, oh ! before this bUssful state, before 
The* aspiring soul this wondrous height can soar, 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is summoned to the bar. 

This mighty scene I next presume to draw ; 
Attend, great Anna ! with religious awe : 

' Foanders of New College, Corpus Christi, and All Souls, 
jo Oxford ', of all which the Aathor was a member. 
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Expect not here the known successful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts. 
Fiction ! be far away ; let no machine. 
Descending here, no fabled god, be seen ; 
Behold the God of gods indeed descend. 
And worlds unnumbered his appifoach attend ! 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whose ample space 
Must entertain the whole of human race. 
At Heaven^s all-powerful edict is prepared. 
And fenced around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds overflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below. 
And every age and nation pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng ; 
Adam salutes his youngest son ; no sign 
Of all those ages which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the life and guides the heart ! " 
What volumes have been swell'd, what time been 
To fix a hero's birthday or descent. [spent. 

What joy must it now yield, what rapture raise. 
To see the glorious race of ancient days I 
To greet those worthies who perhaps have stood 
Illustrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nearer care your soul demands; 
Caesar unnoted in your presence stands. 

How vast the concourse ! not in number more 
The waves that break on the resounding shore. 
The leaves that tremble in the shady grove. 
The lamps that gild the spangled vaults above ; 
Those overwhelming armies, whose command 
Said to one empire fall; another, stand; 
Whose rear lay wrapped in night, while breaking 

dawn 
Roused the broad front, and calFd the battle on ; 
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Great Xerxes* world in arms, proud Cannae's field. 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yields 
(Another blow had broke the Fates' decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, famed Ramillia's host ; 
They all are here, and here they^ all are lost ; 
Their millions swell to be discerned in vain. 
Lost as a billow in the' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air : 
* For judgment, judgment, sons of men ! prepare !' 
Earth shakes anew, I hear her groans profound. 
And Hell through all her trembling realms resound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greatest power of earth, 
Bless'd with most equal planets at thy birth. 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword. 
Most realms united in one common lord,' 
Who on the day of triumph, saidst, ' Be thine 
The skies, Jehovah ; all this world is mine ;' 
Dare not to lift thine eye. — Alas I my Muse ! 
How art thou lost! what numbers canst thou 
choose 1 

A sudden blush inflames the waving sky. 
And now the crimson curtains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height, [light. 
Where Heaven's great Sovereign reigns in worlds of 
Whence JN^ature he informs, and with one ray. 
Shot from his eye, does all her works survey, 
Creates,supports,confounds ! where time and place. 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace. 
Wait humbly at the footstool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod ; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-suspended ball, 
(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath. 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 
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Thence issuing; I behold, (but mortal sight 
Sustains not such a rushing sea of light) 
I see on an empyreal flying throne. 
Sublimely raised, Heaven*s everlasting Son, 
Crown*d with that majesty which form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurfd ; 
Virtue, Dominion, Praise, Omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triumphant Prince, 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright. 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light : 
Night shades the solemn arches of his brows. 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er, serene, he turns propitious eyes. 
Or we expect, or find, a paradise ; 
But if resentment reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand Knowledge shines in purest light ; 
On one, the sword of Justice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in sport, present the reed; 
Now tell the scourged Impostor he shall bleed ! 

Thus glorious through the courts of Heaven, the 
Source 
Of life and death eternal bends his course; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 
The' angelic host is ranged in bright array : 
Some touch the stiing, some strike the sounding 
And mingling voices in rich concert swell ; [shell. 
Voices seraphic ! bless'd with such a strain. 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of Glory! Soul of bliss I 
What a stupendous turn of fate is this ! 
Oh ! whither art thou raised above the scorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlehem bom ; 
A needless, helpless, unaccounted guest. 
And but a second to the fodder'd beast ! 
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How changed from him who, meekly prostrate laid. 
Vouchsafed to wash the feet himself had made! 
Prom him who was betrayed, forsook, denied. 
Wept, languish'd, pray'd, bled, thirsted, groan'd, 

and died ! 
Hung pierced and bare, insulted by the foe. 
All Heaven in tears above, Eardi unconcemM 
below ! 

And was't enough to bid the Sun retire? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 
I see, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine ; 
The world is vanished, — I am wholly thine. 

Mistaken Caiapfaas ! ah, which Uasphemed, 
Thou or thy prisoner: which shall be condemned? 
Well mightst thou rend thy garments, well exclaim. 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is god ! 'tis wondrous all ! e'en He 
Thou gavest to death, shame, torture, died for thee. 

Now the descending triumph stops its flight. 
From earth full twice a planetary height ; 
There all the clouds condensed, two columns raise. 
Distinct with orient veins and golden blaze ; 
One fix'd on earth, and one in sea, and round 
Its ample foot the swelling billows sound : 
These an immeasurable arch support. 
The grand tribunal of this awful court : 
Sheets of bright azure, from the purest sky, [fly : 
Stream from the crystal arch and round the columns 
Death, wrapped in chains, low at the basis lies. 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthroned the' eternal Judge is placed. 
With all the grandeur of his godhead graced ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet. 
And Uie Sun burns beneath his awful feet. 
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Now an archangel, eminently bright. 
From off his silver staff, of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Christian flag, which waving flies. 
And shuts and opens more than half the skies : 
The Cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain 
Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main ; 
Flushes the hill, and sets on Are the wood. 
And turns the deep-dyed ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glory ! dreadful bright I 
Refulgent torture to the guilty sight. 
Ah turn, unwary Muse ! nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dweil. 
Say not, (to make the Sun shrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm they wish it all a dream ; 
Wish or their souls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be spoiled of his etei^al sway : 
But rather, if thou know'st the means, unfold 
How they with transport might the scene beholds 

Ah how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and severe, its own offence to find 1 
By tears, and groans, and neveroeasing care. 
And all the pious violence of prayer? — 
Thus then, with fervency, till now unknown, 
I cast my heart before the' eternal throne. 
In this great temple^ which the skies surround 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound, [weigh, 

< O Thou ! whose balance doth the mountains 
Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey. 
Whose breath can turn those watery worlds to 

flame, 
That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ; 
Earth's meanest son, all trembUng, prostrate falls. 
And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 

' Oh ! give the winds all past offence to sweep. 
To scatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
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Thy power, my weakness, may I ever see, 
And wholly dedicate my soul to thee : 
Reign o'er my will ; my passions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know ! 
If anger boil, let anger be my praise. 
And sin the graceful indignation raise : 
My love be warm to succour the distressed. 
And lift the burden firom the soul oppressed. 

* Oh may my understanding ever read 
This glorious volume which thy wisdom made I 
Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery pride? 
Who ealls forth Summer, like a sparkling bride] 
Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown? 
And bids old Winter lay her honours down 1 
Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 

Not Europe's arbitress of peace and war. 
May sea, and land, and earth, and heaven, be joined. 
To bring the' eternal Author to my mind ! 
When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, [soul ; 
May thoughts of thy dread vengeance shake my 
When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly shine. 
Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine ! 

' Through every scene of life, or peace, or war. 
Plenty or want, thy glory be my care ! 
Shine we in arms? or sing beneath our vine? 
Thine is the vintage, and the conquest thine : 
Thy pleasure points the shaft, and bends the bow. 
The cluster blasts, or bids it brightly glow: 
Tis thou that lead'st our powerful armies forth. 
And givest great Anne thy sceptre o'er the North. 

* Grant I may ever, at the morning ray. 
Open with prayer the consecrated day ; 
Tune thy great praise, and bid my soul arise. 
And with the mounting Sun ascend the skies : 

46. ' D 
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As that advances, let my zeal improTe, 

And glow with ardour of consummate loye ; 

Nor cease at eve, but with the setting Sun 

My endless worship shall be still begun. 

And, oh ! permit the gloom of solemn Night 

To sacred thought may forcibly invite. 

When this world's shut, and awful planets rise; 

Call on our minds, and raise them to the skies ; 

Compose our souls with a less dazzling sights 

And show all Nature in a milder light ; 

How every boisterous thought in calms subsides! 

How the smooth'd spirit into goodness glides I 

Oh how divine ! to tread the milky way. 

To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 

His court admire, or for his favour sue. 

Or leagues of friendship with his saints renew ; 

Pleased to look down, and see the world asleep. 

While I long vigils to its founder keep ! 

* Canst thou not shake the centre? Oh, coofrol. 
Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul. 
Thoa» who canst still the raging of the flood, 
Restrain the various tumults of my blood : 
Teach me, with equal firmness, to sustain 
Alluring pleasure, and assaulting pain. 
Oh may I pant for thee in each desire I 
And with strong faith foment the holy fire ! 
Stretch out my soul in hope, and grasp the prize 
Which in Eternity's deep bosom lies! 
At the great day of recompense behold. 
Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 
Then wafted upward to the blissful seat, 
From age to age my grateful song repeat ; 
My light, my life, my God, my Saviour, see. 
And rival angels in the praise of thee I' 
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Esse qaoqoe in fatis reminiscitHr, affore tempus, 
Qao mtare, qao tellM, oorreptaqae regia cceli 
Ardeaty et mojidi moles operosa laboret. 

Ovid. Met. 



The book unfolding, the resplendent seat 
Of saints and angels, the tremendous fate 
Of guilty soids, the gloomy re&lms of woe. 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next presume to sing. What yet remains 
Demands my last, but most exalted strains ; 
And let the Muse or now affect the sky. 
Or in inglorious shades for ever lie. 
She kindles ; she 's inflamed, so near the goal ; 
She mounts ; she gains upon the starry pole ; 
The world grows less as she pursues her flight. 
And the Sun darkens to her distant sight. 
Heaven opening, all its sacred pomp displays. 
And overwhelms her with the rushing blaze ! 
The triumph rings I archangels shout around ! 
And echoing Nature lengthens out the sound I 

Ten thousand trumpets now at once advance ; 
Now deepest silence lulls the vast expanse : 
So deep the silence, and so strong the blast. 
As Nature died, when she had gro^n'd her last. 
Nor man nor angel moves ; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the sky; 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays. 
Which high to view supporting seraphs raise ; 
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In solemn form the rituals are prepared. 
The seal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my soul ! (oh, fall to sudden prayer, 
And let the thought sink deep !) shalt thou be diere 1 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obscene. 
What more than death in every face and mien ! 
With what distress, aqd glarings of afinght. 
They shock the heart, and turn away the sight ! 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eyeballs roll. 
And tell the horrid secrets of the soul : 
Each gesture mourns, each look is black with care. 
And every groan is laden with despair. 
Reader ! if guilty, spare the Muse, and find 
A truer image pictured in thy mind. 

ShouLdst thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 
And all the soft companions of thy life. 
Whose blended interests level'd at one aim. 
Whose mix'd desires sent up one common flame. 
Divided far, thy wretched self alone 
Cast on the left of all whom thou hast known. 
How would it wound! what millions wouldst thou 
For one more trial, one day more to live ! [give 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's space. 
To grasp with eagerness the means of grace. 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage. 
And in that moment to redeem an age ! 
Drive back the tide, suspend a storm in air. 
Arrest the Sup ; but still of this despair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their Maker's image fresh in every face ! 
What purple bloom my ravish'd soul admires. 
And their eyes sparkling with immortal fires ! 
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Triumphant beauty ! channs that rise aboye 
This worid, and in bless'd angels kindle love ! 
To the great Judge with holy pride they turn. 
And dare behold the' Almighty's anger burn. 
Its flash sustain, against its terror rise. 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are these the forms that moulder d in the dust? 
Oh, the transcendent glory of the just ! 
Yet still some thin remains of fear and doubt 
The' infected brightness of their joy pollute. 
Thus the chaste bridegroom, when the priest draws 
Beholds his blessing with a trembling eye, [nigh, 
Feels doubtful passions throb in every vein. 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain. 
Lest still some intervening chance should rise. 
Leap forth at once, and snatch the golden prize. 
Inflame his woe by bringing it so late. 
And stab him in the crisis of his fate. 

Since Adam's family, from first to last. 
Now into one distinct survey is cast, 
Look round, vainglorious Muselj and you whoe'er 
Devote yourselves to Fame, and think her fair. 
Look round, and seek the lights of human race. 
Whose shining acts Time's brightest annals grace; 
Who founded sects, crowns conquer d or resign'd; 
Gave names to nations, or famed empires join'd ; 
Who raised the vale, and laid the mountain low. 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vast fleets, as with a mighty chain. 
Could bind the madness of the roaring main ; 
All lost? all undistinguish'd? nowhere found? 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace sound? 

Thathour, on which the' Almighty King on high. 
From nU eternity hasi fix*d his eye, 

d2 
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Whether his right hand favour'd or annoy'd, 
Continued, alter'd, threaten'd, or destroyed. 
Southern or eastern sceptre downward huri'd. 
Gave north or west dominion o'er the world ; 
The point of time, for which the world was built. 
For which the blood of God himself was spill'd. 
That dreadful moment is arrived. 

Aloft, the seats of bliss their pomp display. 
Brighter than brightness this distinguish'd day ; 
Less glorious when of old the' eternal Son 
From realms of night returned with trophies won ; 
Through heaven's high gates when he triumphant 

rode. 
And shouting angels hail'd the Victor God. 
Horrors beneath, darkness in darkness, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'erboiling with a mad sulphureous tide. 
Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey. 
And roars outrageous for the destined prey : 
The sons of light scarce unappall'd look down, 
And nearer press heaven s everlasting throne. 

Such is the scene, and one short moment's space 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares ! — I tremble as I write ; 
The whole creation swims before my sight : 
I see, I see the Judge's frowning brow ; 
Say not 'tis distant ; I behold it now: 
I f^iht, my tardy blood forgets to flow. 
My soul recoils at the stupendous woe ; 
That woe, those pangs, which from the guilty breast 
In these, or words like these, shall be express'd: — 

' Who burst the barriers of my peac^ul grave? 
Ah ! cruel Death, that would no longer save. 
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But grudged me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
And cast me out into the wrath of God ; 
Where shrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
And all the dreadful eloquence of pain. 
Our only song ; black fire's malignant light. 
The sole refreshment of the blasted sight. 

' Must ^1 those powers Heaven gave me to supply 
My soul with pleasure, and bring in my joy. 
Rise up in arms against me, join the foe. 
Sense, reason, memory, increase my woe ? 
And shall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell. 
Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 
Oh ! must I look with terror on my gain. 
And with existence only measure pain? 
What ! no reprieve, no least indulgence given, 
No beam of hope, from any point of heaven! 
Ah Merqy I Mercy! art thou dead above? 
Is love extinguished in the Source of love? 

' Sold that I am, did Heaven stoop down to hell ? 
The' expiring Lord of life my ransom seal? 
Have I not been industrious to provoke ? 
From his embraces obstinately broke ? 
Pursued and panted for his mortal hate, 
!Earn'd my destruction, labour'd out my fate ? 
And dare I on extinguished love exclaim? [flame; 
Take, take full vengeance, rou^e the slackening 
Just is my lot — but, oh ! must it transcend 
The reach of time, despair a distant end ? 
With dreadful growth shoot forward, and arise 
Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies ! 

' Never I where falls the soul at that dread sound ? 
Down an abyss how dark, and how profound ! 
Down, down, (I still am falling, horrid pain !) 
Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remaiii ; 
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My pluDge but still begun — and this for sin? 
Could I offend if I bad never been. 
But still increased the senseless happy mass, 
Plow'd in the stream, or shiver'd in the grass ? 

* Father of mercies ! why from silent earth 
Did'st thou awake, and curse me into birth? 
Tear me from quiet, ravish me from night, 
And make a thankless present of thy hghtl 
Push into being a reverse of thee. 

And animate a clod with misery? 

* The beasts are happy ; they come forth, and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then lie down to sleep : 
Pain is for man ; and, oh i how vast a pain 
Por crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain ! 
AnnuU'd his groans, as far as in them lay. 

And flung his agonies' and death away? 
As our dire puoishment for ever strong. 
Our constitution, too, for ever young, 
Cursed with returns of vigour, still the same. 
Powerful to bear, and satisfy the flame ; 
Still to be caught, and still to be pursued \ 
To perish still, and still to be renew'd ! 

' And this, my help i my God ! at thy decree 1 
Nature is changed, and hell should succour me. 
And canst thou then look down from perfect bliss, 
^nd see me plunging in the dark abyss 1 
Calling thee Father in a sea of fire ? 
Or pouring blasphemies at thy desire 1 
With mortal's anguish wilt thou raise thy name, 
^nd by my pangs Omnipotence proclaim 1 

^ Thou who canst toss the planets to and fro. 
Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
Crush worlds ; in hotter flames fallen angels lay ; 
On xae almighty wrath is cast away. 
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Call back thy thuiijders. Lord ! hold in thy rage^ 
Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage: 
Forget me quite, nor stoop a worm to blame. 
But lose me in the greatness of thy name. 
Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine. 
And shall I make those glories cease to shine ? 
Shall sinful man grow great by his offence, 
And from its course tiirn back Omnipotence? 

* Porbid it! and, oh ! grant, great God ! at least 
This one, this slender, almost no request ; 
When 1 -have wept a thousand lives away. 
When Torment is grown weary of its prey, 
When I have raved ten thousand years in fire. 
Ten thousand thousands, let me then expire.' 

Deep anguish ! but too late ; the hopeless soul. 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loath, and ever loud blaspheming, owns 
He's justly doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
Enclosed with horrors, and transfixed with pain, 
Kolling in vengeance, struggling with his chain j 
'To talk to fiery tempests, to implore 
The raging fiame to give its burnings o'er ; 
To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favoured of their Judge in triumph move 
To take possession of their thrones above, 
Satan's accursed desertion to supply, 
And fill the vacant stations of the sky ; 
Again to kindle long-extinguish'd rays, ' 
And with new lights dilate the heavenly b^ze ; 
To crop the roses of immortal youth. 
And drink the fountain-head of sacred truth ; 
To swim in seas of bliss, to strike the string. 
And lift the voice to their Almighty King; 
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To lose eternity in grateful lays. 

And fill heaven's wide circumference with praise. 

But I attempt the wondrous height in vain* 
And leave unfinish*d the too lofty strain : 
What boldly I begin, let others end: 
My strength exhausted, fainting I descend. 
And choose a Je^s, but no ignoble theme. 
Dissolving elements, and worlds in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come. 
And Nature shrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the sign, and. all 
Heaven's terrors in array surround the ball ; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors* blaze conspire, 
And, darted downward, set the world on fire : 
Black rising clouds the thickened ether choke. 
And spiry flames dart through the rolling smoke. 
With keen vibrations cut the sullen night. 
And strike the darken'd sky with dreadful light ; 
From heaven's four regions, with immortal force. 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous course. 
To' enrage the flame; it spreads, it soars on high. 
Swells in the storm, and billows through the sky: 
Here winding pyramids of fire ascend. 
Cities and deserts in one ruin blend ; 
Here blazing volumes, wafted, overwhelm 
The spacious face of a far distant realm ; 
There, undermined, down rush eternal hills. 
The neighbouring vales the vast destruction fills, 
Hear'st tliou that clreadful crack ; that sound 
which broke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre shook 1 
What wonders must that groan of Nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell. 
Which seem'd, above ^e reach of Fate, to stand 
A towering monument of God's right hand ; 
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Now dust and smoke, whose brow, so lately, spread 
O'er sheltered couo tries its diffusive shade. 

Show me that celebrated spot, where all 
The various rulers of the sever*d ball 
Have humbly sought wealth, honour, and redress. 
That land which Heaven seem'd diligent to bless. 
Once caird Britannia ; can her glories end ? 
And can't surrounding seas her realms defend ? 
Alas ! in flames behold surrounding seas ! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel, say where ran proud Asia's bound? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown*d? 
Where stretch'd waste Libya ? where did India's 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? [store 
Each lost in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all dissolved, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are joined, 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or swims, or walks, or flies. 
Inhabitants of sea, or earth, or skies ; 
All on whom Adam's wisdom fix'd a name. 
All plunge, and perish in the conquering flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the Are, 
Starve its devouring rage ; the flakes aspire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the heavens 

their prey ; 
The sun, the moon, the stars, all melt away ; 
All, all is lost ; no monument, no sign. 
Where once, so proudly blazed the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foaming stream expire ; 
So sparks that scatter from the kindling fire ; 
The devastations of one dreadful hour 
The great Creator's six days' work devour : 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet one soul 
Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whole; 
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Exalted in superior exeellenee. 
Casts dowQ to nothing such a vast expense^ 
Have ye not seen the' eternal mountains nod> 
An earth dissolvings a descending God ? 
What strange surprises through all Nature ran ? 
Por whom these revolutions but for mani 
For him Omnipotence new measures takes. 
Tor him through all eternity awakes ; 
Pours on him gifts sufficient to supply 
Heaven's loss, and with fresh glories fill the sky^ 
Think deeply then, O Man ! how great thou art ; 
Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart ; 
What angels guard no longer dare neglect. 
Slighting thyself, affront not God's respect. 
Enter the sacred temple of thy breast. 
And gaze and wander there, a ravish'd guest ;• 
Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find. 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind : 
Of perfect knowledge, see, the dawning light 
Poretells a noon most exquisitely bright ! 
Here springs of endless joy are breaking forth j 
' There buds the promise of celestial worth! 
Worth which must ripen in a happier clime^ 
And brighter sUn, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, canst not guess thy vast estate. 
What stores, on foreign coasts, thy landing wait ; 
Lose not thy claim, let Virtue's paths be trod. 
Thus glad all heaven, and please that bounteous 

God, 
Who, to hght thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the sky : 
That service done, its beams shall fade away. 
And God shine forth in one eternal day ! 
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DEWCATION. 

BARON OF MACCLESFIELD, LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR O^ 

&REA'T BRITAIN, ETC. 

MY LORD, 

Though I have not the honour of being known 
to your lordship, I presume to take a privilege 
which men of retirement are apt to think them- 
selves in possession of, as being the only method 
they have of making their way to persons of your 
lordship's high station without struggling through 
multitudes for access. I may possibly fail in my 
jrespect to yout lordship, even while 1 endeavour 
to show it most ; but, if I err, it is because I ima- 

' It is dispnted, among^ the critics, who wad the author of 
the book of Job : some give it to Moses, some to others. Aa 
I was OBgaff^ in this little performance, some armaments 
occurred to me which favoar the former of these opinions ; 
which arguments I have flung into the following notes, where 
little else is to be expected* 

46. £ 
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gined I ought not to make my first approach to 
one of your lordship's exalted character with less 
ceremony than that of a dedication. It is annexed 
to the condition of eminent merit, not to suffer 
more from the malice of its enemies, than from 
the importunity of its admirers ; and perhaps it 
would be unjust, that your lordship should hope 
to be exempted from the troubles, when you pos- 
sess all the talents of a patron. 

I have here a fair occasion to celebrate those 
sublime qualities, of which a whole nation is sen- 
sible, were it not inconsistent with the design of 
my present application. By the just discharge of 
your great employments, your lordship may well 
deserve the prayers of the distressed, the thanks 
of your country, and the approbation of your 
royal roaster : this, indeed, is a reason why every 
good Briton should applaud your lordship, but it 
is equally a reason why none should disturb you, 
in the execution of your important affairs, by 
works of fancy and amusement. I was therefore 
induced to make this address to your lordship, by 
considering you rather in the amiable light of a 
person distinguished for a refined taste of the 
polite arts, and the candour that usually attends 
it, than in the dignity of your public character. 

The greatness and solemnity of the subjects 
treated of in the following work, cannot fail in 
some measure to recommend it to a person who 
holds in the utmost veneration those sacred books 
from which it is taken ; and would at the same 
time justify to the world my choice of the great 
name prefixed to it, could I be assured that the 
undertaking had not suffered in my hands. Thus 
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much I think myself obliged to say, that if this 
little performance had not been very indulgently 
spoken of by some whose judgment is universally 
allowed in writings of this nature, I had not dared 
to gratify my ambition in offering it to your lord* 
ship. I am sensible that I am endeavouring to 
excuse one vanity by another ; but I hope I shall 
meet with pardon for it, since it is visibly intended 
to show the great submission and respect with 
which I am. 

My Lord, 
Your Lordship's most obedient. 

And most humble servant, 

EDWARD YOUNG. 



A 

PARAPHRASE, ETC. 

Thrice happy Job^ long lived in regal state. 
Nor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great; 
Whose worldly stores in such abundance flow'd. 
Whose heart with such exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortune^ take their turn to reign^ 
And ills on ills succeed, a dreadful train ! 

' The Almighty's speech, chap, xxxviii. which is what I 
paraphrase in this little work, is by mach the finest part of 
the noblest and most ancient poem in the world. Bishop 
Patrick sajs, its grandear is as mach above all other poetrj, 
as tbander is loader than a whisper. In order to set this 
distinguished part of the poem in a fuller light, and give the 
reader a clearer conception of it, I have abridged the pre- 
ceding and subsequent parts of the poem, and joined them to 
it ; so that this piece is a sort of an epitome of the whole 
book of Job. 

I use the word paraphrttse, because I want another which 
might better answer to the uncommon liberties I have taken. 
I have omitted, added, and transposed. The mountain, the 
comet, the sun, and other parts, are entirely added ; those 
upon the peacock, the lion, &c. are much enlarged ; and I 
have throfrn the whole into a method more suitable to our 
notions of regularity. The judicious, if they compare this 

J>iece with the original, will, I flatter myself, find the reasons 
or the great liberties I have indulged myself ii) through the 
whole. 

Longinus has a chapter on Interrogations, which shows 
that they contribute much to the sublime. This speech of 
the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation seems, 
indeed, the proper style of majesty incensed. It differs from 
other manner of reproof, as bidding a person execute himself 
does from a common execution ; for he that asks the guilty 
9. proper question, makes him, in effect, pass sentence on 
himself. 
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What now but deaths, and porerty, and wrong, 
The sword wide wasting, the reproachful tongue. 
And spotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear? 
Exhausted woe had left him nought to fear. 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he press'd. 
Wept in the dust, and sorely smote his breast. 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd. 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ; 
In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And seven long days in solemn silence spent ; 
A debt of reverence to distress so great ! 
Then Job contained no more, but cursed his fate. 
His day of birth, its inauspicious light. 
He wishes sunk in shades of endless night. 
And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, instant death, impatient for the grave. 
That seat of peace, that mansion of repose. 
Where rest and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Where counsellors are hush'd, and mighty kings 
(O happy turn I) no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and displeased his 
friends ; 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends ; 
And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And sentiments opposed with equal heat : 
Fix'd in opinion, both refuse to yield. 
And summon all their reason to the field : 
So high, at length, their arguments were wrought. 
They reached the last extent of human thought : 
A pause ensued : — when, lo ! Heaven interposed. 
And awfully the long contention closed. 

E 2 
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Full o'er their heads, with terrible surprise^ 
A sudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies : 
(They saw and trembled!) From the darkness 

broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus the' Almighty spoke^. 
' Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain. 
Censures my conduct, and reproves my reign ; 
lifts up his thought against me from the dust. 
And tells the world's Creator what is just 1 
Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply. 
Where didst thou dwell at Nature's early birth? 
Who laid foundations for the spacious earth 1 
Who on its surface did extend the line. 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the comer-stone? what hand, declare. 
Hung it on nought, and fasten'd it in air. 
When the bright morning stars in concert sung, 
When heaven's high arch with loud hosanoas 

rung. 
When shouting sons of God the triumph orown'd. 
And the wide concave thunder d with the sound? 
Earth's numerous kingdoms, hast thou view'd 

them all 1 
And can thy span of knowledge grasp the ball? 

' The book of Job is well known to be dramatio ; and like 
the tragedies of Old Greece, is fiction bnilt on trntb. Proba- 
bly this most noble part of it, the Almighty speaking oat of 
the whirlwind (so suitable to the after practice of the Greek 
■tagej when there happened dignus vindiee nodus) is fictitious ; 
bat it is a fiction more agreeable to the time in which Job 
lived than to any since. Freqnent before the law were the 
appearances of the Almighty after this manner, Exod. chap, 
xix. Ezek. chap. i. &o. Hence is he said to dwell m thick 
darhnets ; and have his way m the whirlwind. 
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Who heaved the mouDtain which suhlimely stands. 
And casts its shadow into distant lands ? 
Who» stretching forth his sceptre o*er the deep. 
Can that wild world in due subjection keep ]— - 

* I broke the globe, I scoop'd its hollowed side. 
And did a bason for the floods provide : 

I chained them with my word ; the boiling sea, 
Work'd up in tempests, hears my great decree : 
'' Thus far thy floating tide shall be conveyed ; 
And here, O main ! be thy proud billows stay'd^.'* 

* Hast thou explored the secrets of the deep, 
Where, shut from use, unnumber'd treasures sleep? 
Where, down a thousand fathoms from the day. 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the sea ? 
Those gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread. 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head 1 

* Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee 1 
Death's inmost chambers didst thou ever see ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through the' incumbent shade] 
Deep are those shades ; but shades still deeper 

hide 
My counsels from the ken of human pride, 

* Where dwells the Light? in what refulgent 

dome? 
And where has darkness made her dismal home? 

* There is a very great air io all that precedes, bnt this is 
signally sublime. We are straok with admiration to see the 
vast and ungovernable ocean receiving commands, and pono- 
tnallj obeying them ; to find it like a managed horse, raging, 
tossing, and foaming, bat by the rale and direction of its 
master. This passage yields in sublimity to that of Let thsre 
be light, Sfc, so mnch only, as the absolute government of 
natare yields to the creation of it. 

The like spirit in these two passages is no bad oonoorrent 
argument that Moses is author of the book of Job. 
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Thou know*8t, no doubt, isince thy large heart is 

fraught 
With ripen*d wisdom through long ages brought; 
Since Nature was caird forth when thou wast by. 
And into being rose beneath thine eye ! 

' Are mists begotten? who their father knew? 
From whom descend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the stream by night what hand can boast 1 
Or whiten morning with the hoary frost ? 
Whose powerful breath, from northern reg^ona 

blown, 
Touches the sea, and turns it into stone? 
A sudden desert spreads o'er realms defaced. 
And lays one half of the creation waste? 

* Thou know'st me not ; thy blindness cannot see 
How vast a distance parts thy God from thee. 
Canst thou in whirlwinds mount aloft? canst thou 
In clouds and darkness wrap thy awful brow? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Putforth thy hand, and shade the world with night? 

* Who launched the clouds in air, and bid them roll. 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole? 

Who can refresh the burning sandy plain. 
And quench the summer with a waste of rain ? 
Who in rough deserts, far from human toil. 
Made 'rocks bring forth, and desolation smile? 
There blooms the rose where human face ne*er 
And spreads its beauties to the Sun alone, [shone, 

* To check the shower who lifts his hand on high. 
And shuts the sluices of the* exhausted sky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins. 
Her naked mountains and her russet plains. 
But, new in life, a cheerful prospect yields 

Of shining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 
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When groves and forests lavish all their bloom. 
And earth and heaven are filFd with rich perfume? 

* Hast thou e'er scaled my wintry skies, and seen 
Of hail and snows my northern magazine? 
These the dread treasures of mine anger are, 
My funds of vengeance for the day of war, 
When clouds rain death and storms, at my com^ 

mand. 
Rage through' the world, or waste a guilty land. 

' Who taught the rapid winds to fly so fast. 
Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast ? 
Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour? 
Who strikes through Nature with the solemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall. 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ?-^ 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires. 
Palls at the sound, and in the flash expires. 

< Who drew the comet out to such a size. 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the skies ^ 
Did thy resentment hang him out ? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee ? 

* Who on low earth can moderate the rein 
That guides the stars along the' etherial plain ? 
Appoint their seasons, and direct their course. 
Their lustre brighten, and supply their force? 
Canst thou the skies benevolence restrain. 
And cause the Pleiades to shine in vain I 

Or, when Orion sparkles from his sphere. 
Thaw the cold season, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his destined station know. 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Night, with all her stars ; I ppur 
Myrifids, and myriads I reserve in store. 

* Dost thou pronounce where Daylight shall be 
And draw the purple curtain of the Morn? [bom. 
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Awake the Sun, and bid him come away. 
And glad thy world with his obsequious ray ? 
Hast thou, enthroned in flaming glory, driven 
Triumphant round the spacious ring of heaven t 
That pomp of light, what hand so far displays. 
That distant earth lies basking in the blaze? 

* Who did the Soul with her rich powers invest. 
And light up reason in the human breast. 

To shine, with fresh increase of lustre, bright. 
When stars and sun are set in endless night? 
To these my various questions make reply :' — 
The' Almighty spoke, and, speaking, shook the sky. 
What then, Chaldean Sire ! was thy surprise I 
Thus thou, with trembling heart,and downcasteyes : 
' Once and again, which I in groans deplore. 
My tongue has err'd, but shall presume no more. 
My voice is in eternal silence bound. 
And all my soul falls prostrate to the ground.' 

He ceased : when, lo ! again the* Almighty spoke ; 
The same dread voice from the black whirlwind 
broke: — 

* Can that arm measure with an arm divine ? 
And canst thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 

The bulk of waters, the wide spreading main. 
When, mad with tempests, all the billows rise 
In all their rage, and dash the distant skies? 

* Come forth, in Beauty's excellence array'd. 
And be the grandeur of thy power displayed ; 
Put on omnipotence, and, frowning, make 
The spacious round of the creation shake ; 
Dispatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 

And crumble them to dust. When this is done, 
I grant thy safety lodged in thee alone ; 
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Qf thee thou art, and mayst undaunted stand 
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. 

* Fond Man ! the vision of a moment made ; 
Dream of a dream, and shadow of a shade! 
What worlds hast thou produced, what creatures 

framed. 

What insects cherished, that thy God is blamed? 

When, pained with hunger, the wild raven's brood 

Loud calls on God^ importunate for food; 

Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarse re- 
quest, 

And stills the clamour' of the craving nest ? 

* Who in the stupid ostrich ^ has subdued 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 

' Another argoment tliat Moses was the aathor is, that 
most of the creatures here mentioned are Eg^jptian. The 
reason g^iven why the raven is particolarly mentioned as an 
object of the care of Providence is, because bj her clamo- 
roas and importunate voice she particniarly seems always 
calling upon it ; thence xo^&avv a xofo^. jUlian, lib. ii. c. 48, 
is to ask earnestly. And since there were ravens on the 
banks of the Nile more clamorous than the rest of that species, 
those probably are meant in this place. 

* There are many instances of this bird's stupidity : let 
two suffice. First, It covers its head in the reeds, ^nd thinks 
itself all out of sight, 

'—^ Stat Inmine clauso 
Ridendum revoluta caput, creditque latere 
Quae non ipsa videt CLAUD. 

Secondly, They that go in pursuit of them, draw the skin 
of an ostrich's neck on one hand, which proves a sufficient 
lure to take them with the other. They have so little brain, 
that Heliogabalus had six hundred heads for his supper. 

Here we may observe that our judicious as well as sublime 
aathor just touches the great points of distinction in each 
oreatore, and then hastens to another. A description is exact 
when you cannot add, but what is common to another thing ; 
nor withdraw, but something peculiarly belonging to the 
thing described. A likeness is lost in too much description, 
a» a meaning often in too much illastration. 
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Whilfe far she flies, her scatter'd e^s are fodn<I, 
Withoat an owner, on the sandy ground ; 
Cast out on fortune, they at mercy He, 
And borrow life from an indulgent sky ; 
Adopted by the Sun, in blaze of day^ 
They ripen under his prolific ray ; 
Unmindful she that some unhappy tread 
May crush her young in their neglected bed : 
What time she skims along the field with speed ^, 
She scorns the rider, and pursuing steed', [run 

' How rich the peacock '! what bright glories 
From plume to plume, and vary in the Sun ! 
He proudly spreads them to the golden ray. 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day ; 
With conscious state the spacious round displays. 
And slowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

' Who taught the hawk to find, in seasons wise. 
Perpetual summer, and a change of skies? 
When clouds deform the year, she mounts the wind. 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storm behind; 

^ Here is marked another peculiar qaality of this oreatare, 
which neither flies nor runs directly, bat h^s a motioo com- 
posed of both, and, using its wings as sails, makes good speed. 

Vasta velut Libyse yenantum vocibus ales 
Cum premitur, calidas cursu transmittit arenas, 
Inqae modum veli sindatis flamtne pennis 
Pulverulenta volat Cladd. in Entr. 

' Xenophon sajs, Cjrus bad h(A'ses that conld overtake 
(he goat and the wild ass, but none that could reach this 
oreatare. A thousand golden ducats, or an hundred camels, 
was the stated price of a horse that could equal their speed. 

^ ThoQgh this bird is but just mentioned in mj author, I 
could not forbear going a little farther, and spreading those 
beautiful plumes (which are there shnt up) into half a dozen 
linea* The oircnmstance I hare marked of his opening his 
plumes to the sun is true : Expandii eohres adverso maxiwu 
sole, quia iU fuigsntiui raditmt, Plin. Ix. o. 20. 
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I'Be Siifi teturning, she returns again, 

Lives in his beams/ and leaves ill days to men. 

' Though strong the hawk, though practised well 
An eagle drops her in a lower sky; [to fly'% 

An eagle, when, deserting human sight, 
She seeks the Sun in her unwearied flight : 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in air, and seat her on the clift. 
Where far above thy world she dwells alone, 
And proudly makes the strength of rocks her own' t 
Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread survey. 
And with a glance predestinates her prey" l 
She feasts her young with blood, and, hovering o'er 
The' unslaughter'd host, enjoys the promised gore. 

' Ktlow'st thou how many moons, by me assign'd, 
Koll o'er the moudtaiii goat, and forest hind'% 

'® Thaanas (De re Accip.) mentions a hawk that flew from 
Pans to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its . swiftness, made it 
{heir symbol for the wind ; for which reason we may suppose 
the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have been a bird of 
note in Egypt. 

'* The eagle is said to be of so acute a sight, that when 
she is so high in air that man cannot see her, she can discern 
the smallest fish under water. My author accurately under- 
stood the nature of the creatures he dei^cribes, and seems to 
have been a naturalist, as well as a poet, which the next note 
will confirm. 

'^ The meaning of this question is, Knowest thou the time 
and circumstances of their bringing forth P for to know the 
time only was easy, and had nothing extraordinary in it; 
bat the circumstances had something peculiarly expressive 
b{ God's proyidence, which makes the question proper in 
this place. Pliny observes, that the hind with young is bj 
instinct directed to a certain herb called seselis, which facili- 
tates the birth. Thunder also (which looks like the more 
immediate hand of Providence) has the same effect. P«. xxix. 
In so early an age to observe these things maj style our au- 
thor a naturalisi. 

46. F 
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While, pregnant, they a mother's load sustain? 
They bend in anguish, and cast forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed. 
Walk unsustain*d, and unassisted feed ; 
They live at once, forsake the dam*s warm side. 
Take the wide world, with Nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or seek the distant glade. 
And find a home in each delightful shade. 

' Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but me. 
Low at the crib, aud ask an alms of thee ; 
Submit his unworn shoulder to the yoke. 
Break the stiif clod, and o'er thy furrow smoke t 
Since great his strength, go trust him, void of care. 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year ; 
Bid him bring home the seasons to thy doors. 
And cast his load among thy gathered stores. 

* Didst thou from service the wild ass discharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large ; 
Through the wide waste, his ample mansion, roam. 
And lose himself in his unbounded home ? 

By Nature's hand magnificently fed. 

His meal is on the range of mountains spread ; 

As in pure air aloft he bounds along. 

He sees in distant smoke the city throng ; 

Conscious of freedom, scorns the smother'd train. 

The threatening driver, and the servile rein. 

* Survey the warlike horse ! didst thou invest 
With thunder his robust distended chest? 

No sense of fear his dauntless soul allays ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze : 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight. 
And triumphs in the fulness of his might : 
High-rused, he snuffs the battle from afar. 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war ; 
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And mocks at death, and tfirows his foam around. 
And in a storm of fury shakes the ground. . . 
How does his firm, his rising heart, advance 
Full on the brandished sword and shaken lance, 
While his fix'd eyeballs meet the dazzling shield^ 
Graze, and return the lightning of the field ! 
He sinks the sense of pain in generous pride. 
Nor feels the shaft that trembles in his side ; 
But neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful blast 
mi death ; and when he groans, he groans his last. 

' But, fiercer still, the lordly lion stalks. 
Grimly majestic in his lonely walks ; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly ; 
He clears the desert with his rolling eye. 
Say, mortal! does he rouse at thy command. 
And roar to thee, and live upon Ihy hand? 
Dost thou for him in forests bend thy bow. 
And to his gloomy den the morsel throw. 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood. 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambush, pant for blood; 
Or, stretch'd on broken limbs, consume the day. 
In darkness wrapp*d, and slumber o'er their prey? 
By the pale moon they take their destined round '^ 
And lash their sides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now shrieks and dying groans the desert fill ; 
They rage, they rend; their ravenous jaws distil 
Wi^ crimson foam ; and when the banquet's o*er. 
They stride away, and paint their steps with gore : 
In Ihght alone the shepherd puts his trust. 
And shudders at the talon in the dust. 

'^ Panning tbeir prej bj night is trne of most wild beasts, 
puiicnlarly the lion, P»alm civ. 20. The Arabians have one 
among tbeir five hundred names for the lion, which signifies 
the hmtier bff muHmskute, 
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' Mild is my beheinoliiy though laifpe his frame; 
.Smooth is his temper, and repressed his flame. 
While unprovoked. Tina natiTe of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts ashore for food ; 
£arth sinks beneath him as he moves along 
To seek the herbs, and mingle with the throng* 
See, with what strength his hardened loins are bound. 
All over proof, and shut against a wound : 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail ! 
Nor can his complicated sinews fail. 
Built high and wide, his solid bones surpass 
The bars of steel ; his ribs are ribs of brass ; 
His port majestic, and his armed jaw. 
Give the wide forest and the mountain law : 
The mountains feed him ; there the beasts admire 
The mighty stranger, and in dread retire ; 
At length his greatness nearer they survey. 
Graze in his shadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marshes are his cool retreat. 
His noontide shelter Irom the burning heat ; 
Tlieir sedgy bosoms his wide couch are made. 
And groves of willows give him all their shade* 
Hb eye drinks Jordan up, when, 6red with drought. 
He trusts to tiim its current down his throat; 
In lessen'd waves it creeps along the plain ; 
He sinks a river '% and he thirsts again. 

'^ Cepbesi glmciale capat qoo saetas anhelam 
Ferre aitim PjthoD, annemqae ftTertere poato. 

Stat. TheV. f. S49r 
Qui spins tegeret Bontes, haniiret himta 
Flomina, &c. Claud. Pref. in Raf. 

liet Bot, then, Uiis hjperbole seen too mach for •■ eastfin 
poet, ihoDgli some coanientiitora of buho straia hard, in tkui 
place, for a new constrvction, throagh fear of it. 
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* Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful side. 
Cast forth thy line into the swelling tide ; 
With slender hair leviathan '^ command. 
And stretch his yastness on the loaded strand. 
Will he become thy servant ? will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy finown ? 
Or with his sport amuse thy leisure day, 
And, bound in silk, with thy soft maidens play? 

* Shall pompous banquets swell with such a prize ? 
And the bowl journey round his ample size ? 

Or the debating merchants share the prey. 
And various limbs to various marts convey? 
Through his firm skull what steel its way can win? 
What forceful engine can subdue his skin 1 
Fly far, and Uve; tempt not his matchless might; 
The bravest shrink to cowards in his sight; 
The rashest dare not rouse him up '^ : who then 
Shall turn on me, among the* sons of men 1 
' Am I a debtor? hast thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferred? 
My lavish fruit a thousand valleys fills. 
And mine the herds that graze a thousand hills : 
Earth, sea, and air, all Nature is my own. 
And stars and sun are dust beneath my throne ; 
And darest thou with the world's great Father vie. 
Thou, who dOst tremble at my creature's eye? 

* At full my huge leviathan shall rise. 

Boast all his strength, and spread his wondrous size. 

'* The UkiDg the crocodile is most difficult. Diodoms 
says, ffaej are not to be taken bat bj iron nets. When An- 
gostos conquered Egrjpt, he struck a medal, the impress of 
which was a crocodile chained to a palm tree, with this in- 
scription. Nemo amUa reUgoMfit. 

^ This allndes to a custom of this ereatnre, which is, when 
sated with fish, to come ashore and sleep among the reeds. 

F2 



58 A PARAPHRASE ON 

\¥hOy great in arms, e'er stripped bis shining mai]. 
Or crown'd his triumph with a single scale 1 
Whose heart sustains him to draw near ? Behold 
Destruction yawns ^7; his spacious jaws unfold. 
And, marshaVd round the wide expanse, disclose 
Teeth edged with death, and crowding rowson^ 
What hideous fangs on either side arise ! [rows ; 
And what a deep abyss between them lies ! 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plummet sound. 
The one how long, the other how profound ! 
His bulk is charged with such a furious soul. 
That clouds of smoke from his spread nostrils roll 
As from a furnace ; and, when roused his ire. 
Fate issues from his jaws in streams of fire '". 
The rage of tempests, and the roar of sea^. 
Thy terror, this thy great superior please ; 
Strength on his ample shoulder sits in state ; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
His flakes of solid flesh are slow to part ; 
As steel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

^ The crocodile's moatb is exceeding wide. When he 
gapes, sajs Pliny, jit totum os. Martial says to his old woman. 

Cam comparata rictibns tuis ora 
Niliacas babet crocodilas angnsta. 
So that the expression there is barely jast. 

^^ This, too, is nearer troth than at first yiew may be ima* 
gined. The crocodile, say the natnralists, lying long nnder 
water, and being there forced to hold its breath, when it 
emerges, the breath long repressed is hot, and bursts oat so 
violently, that it resembles fire and smoke. The horse sup- 
presses not his breath by any means so long, neither is he so 
fierce and animated ; yet the most correct of poets ventorea 
to use the same metaphor concerr«ng him. 

Colieotamqae premetu ToWit sab naribns ignem. 

By this and the foregoing note, I woald caution against a 
false opinion of the eastern boldness, from pasaagea in them 
ill understood* 
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When, late awaked, he rears him from the flpods. 
And, stretching forth his stature to the clouds, 
Writhes-in the Sun aloft his scaly height. 
And strikes the distant hills with transient light. 
Par round are fatal damps of terror spread. 
The mighty fear, nor blush to own their dread. 
Large is his front ; and when his burnish'd eyes 
lift their broad lids, the morning seems to rise '^, 
In Tain may death in various shapes invade. 
The swift-wing'd arrow,- the descending blade ; 
His naked breast their impotence defies; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle falchion flies. 
Shut in himself, the war without he hears. 
Safe in the tempest of their rattling spears ; 

** Mis eyes are Uke the eyelids of the morning, I think 
this gives as as great an image of the thing it would express 
as can enter the thought of man. It is not improbable that 
the Egyptians stole their hieroglyphic for the morning, which 
is the crocodile's eye, from this passage, though no com- 
mentator, I hare seen, meqtio^s it. It is easy to conceive 
how the Egyptians should be both readers and admirers of 
the writings of Moses, whom I suppose the author of this 
poem. 

I have observed already that three or foar of the creatures 
here described are Egyptian ; the two last are notoriously 
so ', they are the river-horse and the crocodile, those cele- 
brated inhabitants of the Nile ; and on these two it is tha t 
our author chiefly dwells. It would hilve been expected 
from an author more remote from that river than Moses, in a 
ci^talogue of creatures produced to magnify their Creator, to 
have dwelt on the two largest works of his hand, vtz. the 
elephant and the whale. This is so natural an expectation, 
that some commentators have rendered behemoth and levia- 
than, the elephant and whale, though the descriptions in our 
author will not admit of it ; but Moses being, as we may well 
suppose, under an immediate terror of the hippopotamos and 
crocodile, from their daily mischiefs and ravages around 
him, it is very accountable why he should permit them to take 
place. 
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The cumbered strand their wasted volleys strow ; 

His sport the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pastimes like a caldron boil the flood. 

And blacken ocean with the rising mud ; 

The billows feel him as he works his way. 

His hoary footsteps shine along the sea ; 

The foam high wrought, with v^hite divides the 

green. 
And distant sailors point where death has been. 
His like earth bears not on her spacious face ; 
Alone in nature stands his dauntless race. 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd : 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ; 
Makes every swoln disdainful heart subside. 
And holds dominion o*er the sons of Pride.' 

Then the Chaldean eased his labouring breast. 
With full conviction of his crime oppress'd : — 
* Thou canst accomplish all things. Lord of 

Might! 
And every thought is naked to thy sight : 
But oh ! thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye. 
Oft have I heard of thine Almighty power. 
But never saw thee till this dreadful hour. 
O'erwhelm'd with shame, the Lord of life I see. 
Abhor myself, and give my soul to thee : 
Nor shall my weakness tempt thine anger more ; 
Man is not made to question, but adore.' 



SOME THOUGHTS, 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE PRESENT JUNCTURE, 1746 ». 
3fnsaiiicti to t|i< BvAz of iPtttocastU* 



HoLLES ! immortal in far more than fame ! 
Be thou illustrious in far more than power. 
Great things are small when greater rise to view» 
Though stationed high, and pressed with public 
Disdain not to peruse my serious song, [cares, 
"Which, peradventure, may push by the world ; 
Of a few moments rob Britannia's weal. 
And leave Europa's counsels less mature: 
Tot thou art noble, and the theme is great. 
Nor shall or Europe or Britannia blame 
Thine absent ear, but gain by the delay. 
Long versed in senates and in cabinets; 
States' intricate demands and high debates! 
A§ thou of use to those, so this to thee ; 
And in a point that empire far outweighs. 
That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in one. 
Let greatness prove its title to be great. 
Tis power's supreme prerogative to stamp 

' Originallj printed at the conclnsion of the Night 
Tbooghts. ^ 



62 SOME THOUGHTS 

On others* minds an image of its own. 
Bend the strong influence of high place, to stem 
The stream that sweeps away the country '^ weal; 
The Stygian stream, the torrent of our guilt* 
Par as thou mayst, give life to Virtue's cause ; 
Let not the ties of personal regard 
Betray the nation's trusts to feeble hands : 
Let not fomented flames of private pique 
Prey on the vitals of the public good : 
Let not our streets with blasphemies resound. 
Nor lewdness whisper where the laws can reach : 
Let not best laws, the wisdom of our sires. 
Turn satires on their sunk degenerate sons. 
The bastards of their blood ! and serve no point 
But, with more emphasis, to call them fools : 
Let not our rank enormities unhinge 
Britannia's welfare from divine support. 

Such deeds the minister, the prince, adorn ; 
No power is shown but in such deeds as these : 
All, all is impotence but acting right ; [power? 
And where 's the statesman but would show bis 
To prince and people thou, of equal zeal ! 
Be it henceforward but thy second care 
To grace thy country, and support the throne ; 
Though this supported, that adorn'd so well, 
A throne superior our first homage claims ; 
To Caesar's Caesar our first tribute due : 
A tribute which, unpaid, makes specious wrong 
And splendid sacrilege of all beside : 
Illustrious followers ; we must first be just ; 
And what so just as awe for the Supreme? 
Less fear we rugged ruffians of the North, 
Than Virtue's well-clad rebels nearer home ; 
Less Loyola's disguised, -all-aping sons. 
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Than traitors lurking in our appetites ; 
Less all the legions Seine and Tagus send. 
Than unrein'd passions rushing on our peace : 
Yon savage mountaineers are tame to these. 
Against those rioters send forth the laws. 
And break to Reason's yoke their wild careers. 

Prudence for aU things points the proper hour. 
Though some seem more importunate and great. 
Though Britain's generous views and interests 
Beyond the narrow circle of her shores, [spread 
And their grand entries make on distant lands ; 
Though Britain's Genius the wide wave, bestrides. 
And, like a vast Colossus, towering stands. 
With one foot planted on the Continent ; 
Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares, 
Though such high cares should call as call'd of late ; 
The cause of kings and emperors adjourn. 
And Europe's little balance drop a while ; 
For greater drop it : ponder and adjust 
The rival interests and contending claims 
Of life and death, of now and of for ever ; 
Sublimest theme ! and needful as sublime. 
Thus great Eliza's oracles renown'd, 
Thus Wabingham and Raleigh (Britain's boasts !) 
Thus every statesman thought that ever — died. 
There's inspiration in a sable hour. 
And Death's approach makes politicians wise. 

When, thunderstruck, that eagle Wolsey fell ; 
When royal favour, as an ebbing sea, 
like a leviathan, his grandeur left, 
His gasping grandeur ! naked on the strand. 
Naked of human, doubtful of divine. 
Assistance ; no more wallowing in his wealth. 
Spouting proud foams of insolence no more, 
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On what, then, smote his heart, uncardiDal*^/ 
And sunk beneath the level of a man? 
On the grand article, the sum of things! 
The point of the first magnitude! that point 
Tubes, mounted in a court, but rarely reach ; 
Some painted cloud still intercepts their sight. 
First right to judge: then choose, then persevere 
Steadfast, as if a crown or mistress eall'd.--^ 
These, these are politics will stand the test. 
When finer politics their masters sting, 
And staitesmen fain would shrink to common men^ 
These, these are politics will answer now 
(When common men would fain to statesmen swell) 
Beyond a MachiaveFs or Tencin's schehie. 
All safety rests on honest counsels : these 
Immortalize ihe statesman, bless the state. 
Make the prince triumph, and the people smile i ^ 
In peace revered, or terrible in arms. 
Close leagued with an invincible ally 
Which honest counsels never fail to fix 
In favour of an unabandon'd land ; 
A land — that starts at such a land as this, 
A parliament, so principled, will sink 
All ancient schools of empire in disgrace ;- 
And Britain*s glory, rising from the deady 
Will fill the worlds loud Fame's superior Bctng, 

Britain ! — that word pronounced is an alarm ; 
It warms the blood, though frozen in our veins ; 
Awakes the soul, and sends her to the field. 
Enamoured of the glorious face of Death. 
Britain! — there's noble magic in the sound. 
O what illustrious images arise ! 
Embattled, round me, blaze the pomps of war ( 
By sea, by land, at home, in foreign climes^ 
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What fullblown laurels on our fathers* biroWs I 

Ye radiant trophies! and imperial spoils I 

Ye scenes! — astonishing to modern sight! 

Let mcj at least, enjoy you in a dream. 

Why vanish? Stay, ye godlike strangers! stay. 

Strangers ! — I wrong my countrymen 1 they wake ^ 

High beats the pulse ; the noble pulse of War 

Beats to that ancient measure, that grand march 

Which then prevail'd, when Britain highest soar'd/ 

^ttd every battle paid for heroes slain. 

No more our great forefathers stain our cheeks 

With blushes ; their renown our shame no more« 

In military garb, and sudden armsy 

Up starts Old Britain; crosiets are laid by; 

Trade wields the sword, and Agriculture leaver 

Her half-tum'd furrow : other harvests fire 

A nobler avarice, avarice of renown ! 

And laurels are the growth of every fk\d* 

In distant courts is our corafmotion ^elt ; 

And less like gods sit»monarchs on their thrones. 

What arm can want or sinews or success. 

Which, lifted from an honest heart, descends 

With all the weight of British wrath, to cleave 

The Papal mitre, or the Gallic chain. 

At every stroke, and save a sinking land? 

Or death or victory must be resolved ; 
To dream of mercy, O how tame ! how mad! 
Where, o*er black deeds, the crucifix displayed 
Fools think Heaven purchased by the blood they 

shed ; 
By giving, not supporting, pains and death ! ^ 
Nor simple death ! where they the greatest saints 
Who most subdue all tenderness of heart; 
Student» in torture! where^ in zeal to him, 

46. G 



66 SOMB THOUGHTS 

Whose darling title is the Prince of Peace, 
The best turn ruthless butchers for our sakes ; 
To save us in a world they recominend. 
And yet forbear, themselves with earth content : 
What modesty! — such virtues Rome adoirn ! 
And chiefly those who Rome's first honours wear. 
Whose name from Jesus, and whose arts from Hell ! 
And ^hall a pope-bred princeling crawl ashore. 
Replete with venom, guiltless of a sting, [scraped 
And whistle cutthroats, with those swords that 
Their barren rocks for wretched sustenance. 
To cut his passage to the British throne? 
One that has suck'd in malice with his milk. 
Malice to Britain, Liberty, and Truth! 
Less savage was his brother robbers nurse. 
The howling nurse of plundering Romulus, 
Ere yet far worse than pagan harbour'd there* 
Hail to the brave ! be Britain Britain still : 
Britain ! high favoured of indulgent Heaven ! 
Nature's anointed Empress of the deep ! 
The nurse of merchants, who can purchase crowns ! 
Supreme in commerce! that exuberant source 
Of wealth, the nerve of war; of wealth, the blood. 
The circling current in a nation's veins, 
To set high bloom on the fair face of Peace ! 
This once so celebrated seat of power. 
From which escaped the mighty Caesar triumpb'd ! 
Of Gallic lilies this eternal blast ! 
This terror of armadas ! this true bolt 
Etherial-temper'd, to repress the vain 
Salmonean thunders from the papal chair ! [awe! 
This small isle wide-realm'd monarchs eye with 
Which says to their ambition's foaming waves, 
* Thus far, nor farther !' — Let her hold, in life. 
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Nought dear disjoined from freedom and renown ; 

Renown, our ancestors' great legacy. 

To be transmitted to their latest sons. 

By thoughts inglorious, and un-British deeds. 

Their canceFd will is impiously profaned. 

Inhumanly disturbed their sacred dust. 

Their sacred dust with recent laurels crown. 
By your own valour won. This sacred isle. 
Cut from the continent, that world of slaves ; 
This temple built by Heaven s peculiar care. 
In a recess from the contagious world. 
With ocean pour'd around it for its guard. 
And dedicated long to Liberty, 
That health, that strength, that bloom, of civil life I 
This temple of still more divine ; of faith 
Sifted from errors, purified by flames, 
like gold, to take anew Truth's heavenly stamp. 
And (rising both in lustre and in weight) 
With her blessed Master's unmaim'd image shine; 
Why should she longer droop? why longer act 
As an accomplice with, the plots of Rome? 
Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon's sword. 
And give him leave, among his dastard troops. 
To muster that strong succour, Albion's crimes? 
Send his self-impotent ambition aid, 
And crown the conquest of her fiercest foes? 
Where are her foes most fatal? Blushing Truth, 
* In her friends* vices,' — with a sigh repUes. 
Bmpire on Virtue's rock unshaken stands ; 
Plux, as the billows, when in vice dissolved. 
If Heaven reclaims us by the scourge of war. 
What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid? 
Would they a revolution? —Aid their aim. 
But be the revolution— -in our hearts ! 
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Wouldst thou (whose hand is at the helm) the 
bark. 
The shaken bark of Britain, should outride 
The present blast, and every future storm? 
Give it that ballast which alone has weight 
With Him whom wind, and waves, and war, obey* 
Persist. Are others subtle? thou be wise: 
Above the Florentine's court-science raise ; 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world ; 
The pattern, and the patron, of the just: 
Thus strengthen Britain's military strength ; 
Give its own terror to the sword she draws.-r* 
Ask you, ' Whatmean I?' — ^The most obvious truth; 
Armies and fleets alone ne*er won the day. 
When our proud arms are once disarm'd, disarm'd 
Of aid from Him by whom the mighty fall ; 
Qf aid from Him by whom the feeble stand ; 
Who takes away the keenest edge of battle. 
Or gives the sword commission to destroy ; 
Who blasts, or bids the martial laurel bloom (-^ 
Emasculated, then, most manly might; 
Or, though the might remains, it nought avails : 
Then withered Weakness foils the sinewy cqrm 
Of man s meridian and high-hearted power ; 
Our naval thunders, and our tented fields 
With traveled banners fanning southern climes. 
What do they ? This : and more what can they do ? 
When heap'd the measure of a kingdom's crimes. 
The prince most dauntless, the first plume of war. 
By such bold inroads into foreign lands. 
Such elongation of our armaments. 
But stretches out the guilty nation's neck. 
While Heaven commands her executioner. 
Some less abandon'd nation, to discharge 
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Her full ripe yengeance in a final blow, 

And tell the world, ' Not strong is human strength ; 

And that the proudest empire holds of Heaven/ 

O Britain ! often rescued, often crown'd, 
Beyond thy merit or most sanguine hopes. 
With all that's great in war, or sweet in peace ! 
Know from what source thy signal blessings flow. 
Though blessed with spirits ardent in the field, 
Though cover'd various oceans with thy fleets. 
Though fenced with rocks, and moated by the main. 
Thy trust repose in a far stronger guard ; 
In Him who thee, though naked, could defend ; 
Though weak, could strengthen; ruin'd, could 
restore. 

How oft, to tell what arm defends thine isle. 
To guard her welfare, and yet check her pride. 
Have the winds snatch'd the victory from War? 
Or, rather, won the day when War despair'd? 
How oft has providential succour awed. 
Awed while it bless'd us, conscious of our guilt? 
Struck dead all confidence in human aid. 
And, while we triumphed, made us tremble too ! 

Well may we tremble now ; what manners reign ? 
But wherefore ask we, when a true reply 
Would shock too much? Kind Heaven! avert 

events 
Whose fatal nature might reply too plain ! 
Heaven's half-bared arm of vengeance has been 

waved 
In northern skies, and pointed to the south. 
Vengeance delay 'd but gathers and ferments ; 
More formidably blackens in the wind ; 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath. 
And higher charges the suspended storm. 

g2 
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' That public vice portends a public fallW 
Is this conjecture of adventurous Thought? 
Or pious Coward's pulpit-cushion'd dream ? 
Far from it. This is certain ; this is Fate. 
Illiat says Experience, in her awful chair 
Of ages, her authentic annals spread 
Around her? What says Reason, eagle-eyed? 
Nay, what says Common Sense, with common care 
Weighing events, and causes, in her scale? — 
AH give one verdict, one decision sign ; 
And this the sentence Delphos could not mend : 
* Whatever secondary props may rise 
From politics, to build the public peace. 
The basis is the manners of the land. 
When rotten these, the politician's wiles 
But struggle with destruction, as a child 
With giants huge, or giants with a Jove. 
The statesman's arts to conjure up a peace, 
Or military phantoms void of force, 
But scare away the vultures for an hour ; 
The scent cadaverous (for, oh | how rank 
The stench of profligates) soon lures them back! 
On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 
Soon they return ; soon make their full descent ; 
Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin y 
Their idols graced, and gorgeous vrith our spoils. 
Of universal empire sure presage ! 
Till now repeird by seas of British blood.* 

And whence the manners of the multitude? 
The colours of their manners, black or fair. 
Falls from above ; from the complexion falls 
Of state Oth'ellos, or white men in power : 
And from the greater height example falls. 
Greater the weight, and deeper its impress 
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In ranks inferior, passive to the stroke : 

From the court mjot, pf hearts the current coin, 

The pulpit presses, but the pattern di^ves. 

What bonds then, bonds how manifold, and strpng; 

To duty, double duty, are the great? 

And are there Samsons that can burst them all? 

Yes ; and great minds that stand in need of nope. 

Whose pulse beats virtue, and whose generous 

Aids mental motives, to push on renown, [blood 

In. emulation of their glorious sires. 

From whom rolls down the consecrated stream. 

Some sow good seed in the glad people's hearts, 
Some cursed tares, like Satan in the text : 
This makes a foe most fatal to the state ; 
^ foe who, (like a wizard in his cell) 
In his dark cabinet of crooked schemes. 
Resembling Cuma's gloomy grot, the forge 
Of boasted oracles, and real lies, 
(Aided, perhaps, by second-sighted Scots, 
French magi, relics riding post from Rome, 
A gothic hero^ rising from the dead, 
And changing for spruce plaid his dirty shroud, 
With succour suitable from lower still) 
A foe who, these concurring to the pharm. 
Excites those storms that shall overturn the state^ 
Rend up her ancient honours by the root. 
And lay the boast of ages, the revered 
Of nations, the dear-bought with sunless wealth 
And blood illustrious, (spite of her La Hogues, 
Her Cressys, and her BlenheiiQs) in the dust. 

How must this strike a horror through the breast. 
Through every . generous breast where honour 
reigns, 

' The invader affects the character of Charles XII. of 
Sweden. 
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Through every breast where honour claims a share ! 
YeSy and through every breast of hoDour void ! 
This thought might animate the dregs of men ; 
Ferment them into spirit ; give them Are 
To fight the cause, the black opprobrious cause. 
Foul core of all ! corruption at our hearts. 
TV hat wreck of empire has the stream of Time 
Swept, with their vices, from the mountain height 
Of grandeur, deified by half mankind. 
To dark Oblivion's melancholy lake. 
Or flagrant Infamy*s eternal brand! 
Those names, at which surrounding nations shook. 
Those names adored, a nuisance ! or forgot ! 
Nor this the caprice of a doubtful die. 
But Nature's course ; no single chance* against it. 
For know, my lord ! 'tis writ in adamant, 
'Tis fix'd, as is the basis of the world. 
Whose kingdoms stand or fall by the decree. 
What saw these eyes, surprised? — Yet why 
surprised? — 
For aid divine the crisis seem'd to call. 
And how divine was the monition given ! 
As late I walk'd the night in troubled thought. 
My peace disturb'd by rumours from the North, 
While thunder, o'er my head, portentous, rolFd, 
As giving signal of some strange event. 
And Ocean groan'd beneath for her he loved, 
Albion the Fair ! so long his empire's queen. 
Whose reign is, now, contested by her foes. 
On her white cliffs (a tablet broad and bright. 
Strongly reflecting the pale lunar ray) 
By Fate's own iron pen I saw it writ. 
And thus the title ran : 
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THE statesman's CREED. 

* Ye States ! and Empires ! nor of empires least. 
Though least in size, hear, Britain! thou whose lot. 
Whose £nal lot, is in the balance laid I 
Irresolutely play the doubtful scales, [tVom me. 
Nor know'st thou which will win. — Know, then. 
As governed well or ill, states sink or rise : 
State ministers, as upright or corrupt. 
Are balm or poison in a nation's veins.{ 
Health or distemper ; hasten or retard 
The period of her pride, her day of doom.: 
And though, for reasons obvious to the wise. 
Just Proyidence deals otherwise with men. 
Yet believe, Britons ! nor too late believe, 
'Tis fix'dl by Fate irrevocably, fix'd! 
Yirt^ie and Vice are Empire's life and death.' 

Thus it is written — Heard you not a groan? 
Is Britain on her death-bed? — No, that groan 
Was utter'd by her foes. — But soon the scale^ 
If this divine monition is despised. 
May turn against us. Read it, ye who rule^! 
With reverence read ; with steadfastness believe; 
With courage act as such belief inspires ; 
Then shall your glory stand like Fate's decree ; 
Then shall your name in adamant be writ. 
In records that defy the tooth of Time, 
By nations saved, resounding your applause. 

While deep beyond your monument's proud base. 
In black Oblivion's kennel, shall be trod 
Their execrable names, who, high in pow^. 
And deep in guilt, most ominously shine, 
(The meteors of the state !) give Vice her head. 
To license lewd let loose the public rein; 
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Quench every spaik of conscience in the hind. 
And triumph in the profligate s applause : 
Or who to. the first bidder sell their souls. 
Their country sell, sell all their fathers bought 
With funds exhausted and exhausted yeins. 
To demons, by his holiness ordain'd 
To propagate the gospel — penn'd at Rome ; 
Hawk'd through the world by consecrated bolls; 
And how illustrated ? — by Smithfield flames : 
Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the golf, 
Down narrow-minded Self's Yoracious gulf. 
Which gapes, and swallows all they swore to save: 
Hate all that lifted heroes into gods. 
And hug the horrors of a victor's chain : 
Of bodies politic that destined hell. 
Inflicted here, since here their beings end ; 
That vengeance, soon or late ordainM to fall. 
And fall from foes detested and despised. 
On disbetievers of — the Statesman s Creed. 

Note here, my Lord! (unnoted yet it lies 
By most, or all) these truths political 
Serve more than public ends : this Creed of States 
Seconds, and irresistibly supports 
The Christian Creed. Are you surprised ? — ^Attend; 
And on the Statesman's build a nobler name. 

This punctual justice exercised on states. 
With which authentic chronicle abounds. 
As all men know, and therefore must believe ; 
This vengeance pour d on nations ripe in guilt, 
Pour*d on them here, where only they exist. 
What is it but an argument of sense. 
Or rather demonstration, to support 
Our feeble faith — ^'That they who states compose. 
That men who stand not bounded by the grave. 
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Shall meet like measure at their proper hour?' 
For God is equal, similarly deals 
With states and persons, or he were not God ; 
With means, a rectitude immutable, 
A pattern sure of universal right. 
What, then, shall rescue an abandoned man? — 
Nothing, it is replied. Replied, by whom? 
Replied by politicians well as priests : 
Writ sacred set aside, mankind's own writ. 
The whole world's annals, these pronounce his 
doom. 

Thus (what might seem a daring paradox) 
E'en politics advance divinity: 
True masters there are better scholars here. 
Who travel history in quest of schemes 
To govern nations, or perhaps oppress. 
May there start truths that other aims inspire. 
And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read. 
By Providence turn Christians on their road : 
Digging for silver, they may strike on gold ; 
May be surprised with better than they sought, 
And entertain an angel unawares. * 

Nor is divinity ungrateful found. 
As politics advance divinity. 
Thus, in return, divinity promotes 
True politics, and crowns the statesman's praise. 
All wisdoms are but branches of the chief. 
And statesmen sound but shoots of honest men. 
Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded in excuse 
For deviations in our moral line 1 
This, and the next world, viewed with such an eye 
As suits a statesman, such as keeps in view 
His own exalted science, both conspire 
To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we regard the politics of Heaven, 
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The graiid administration of the tvhole. 
What's the next world? a supplement of this i 
Without it justice isr defective here; 
Just as to states, defective as to men : 
If so, what is this world? as sure as right 
Sits io Heaven's throne, a prophet of the next.- 
Prize yoo the prophet? then believe him^too ; 
His prophecy more precious than his smile. 
How comes it then to pass, with most on earth. 
That this should charm ns, that should discompose t 
Long as the statesman finds this case his own. 
So long his politics are uncomplete ; 
In danger he ; nor is the nation safe. 
But soon OHist rue his inauspicious power. 

What hence results? a trudi that should resound 
For ever awful in Britannia's ear : 
' Religion crowns the statesman and the man,- 
Sole source of public and of private peace.' 
This truth all men must own, and therefore will. 
And praise and preach it too : — and when that's 
Their ccmapliment is paid, and 'tis forgot, [done 
What Highland poleaxe half so deep can wounds 

But how dare I, so mean, presume so fiBur 1 
Assume my seat in the dictator's chair? 
Pronounce, predict (as if indeed inspired)/ 
Promulge my censures, lay out all my throat. 
Till hoarse in clamour on enormous crimes ? — 
Two mighty columns rise in my support ; 
In their more awful and authentic voice. 
Record profane and sacred, drown the Muse, 
Though loud, and far out-threat her threatening 
Still further. Holies i suffer me to plead [song. 
That I speak freely, as I speak to thee. 
Guilt only startles at the name of guUt; 
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And truihy plain truth, is welcome to the wise. 
Thus what- seem'd my presumption is thy praise. 

Praise, and immortal praise,- is Virtue's claim : 
And Virtue's sphere is action : yet we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whose clangour kindles cowards into men. 
Nor shall the verse, perhaps, be quite forgot. 
Which talks of immortality, and bids. 
In every British breast, true glory rise. 
As now the warbling lark awakes the mom. 

To close, my lord ! with that which all should 
And all begin, and strike us every hour, [close 
Though no war waked us, no black tempest frown'd* 
The morning rises gay ; yet gayest mom 
Less glorious after night's incumbent shades ; 
Less glorious far bright Nature, rich array'd 
With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon. 
Than the first feeble dawn of moral dav ; 
Sole day (let those whom statesmen serve attend), 
Though the Sun ripens diamonds for their crowns ; 
Sole day worth his regard whom Heaven ordainsi 
ICFndarken'd, to behold noon dark, and date. 
From the Sun's death, and every planet's fall. 
His all-'illustrious and etemal year ; [awe 

Where statesmen and their monarchs (names of 
And distance here) shall rank with common meui 
Yet own their glory never dawn'd beford. 

October, 1746. 
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FORCE OF RELIGION; 



I 
OR, 



VANQUISHED LOVE. 

IN TWO BOOKS. 



BftfCmtion te ti^e Counttss of SalMvrp. 

MADAM, 

The nature of my subject pointed out my patron- 
ess, and scarce left me the liberty of a choice. 1 
hope it may be some excuse for my presumption, 
that the following story could not have been read 
without thoughts of die Countess of Salisbury, 
though it had been dedicated to another. 

Virtue and beauty met in the youthful and high- 
bom Lady Jane Gray, in a wonderful perfection ; 
and, as their nature is, they mutually assisted each 
other. Her beauty was more beautiful, because 
she was virtuous ; nor am I afraid to say, on the 
other hand, that her religion itself admitted of 
advantage, and received prevalency, as well as 
kistre from the elegance of her mien, and the 
gracefulness of her person. * 

Those good men rather wish well to virtue, 
than understand her true interest, who think too 
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■lightly of what is agreeable to the sight. As loag 
as we have paaiioDi, as well as reason, we shaU 
own the force of outward appearances : by the 
misfortune of humanity, our hearts are naturatly 
shot against that which is only good ; but when 
that which is lovely joius with it, the latter makes 
interest with our senses for the admission of the 
former, and the farmer calls in our reason to em- 
brace the latter; and thus is brought about a happy 
union and concurrence of the whole persoD, so 
miserably divided usually, and at variance with 
himself. We may fix our eyes on a fair example 
of piety to an utter detestation of our vices, and 
gaze ourselves into a. newness of life. 

Hence arises a double obligation on the beauli- 
(bl, to be good ; and to see the charms of mind and 
person separated, becomes a too just occasion of 
our concern. To behold a person onli/ virtuous, 
stirs in us a prudent regret; to behold a person 
anil/ amiable to the sight, warms ua with a religious 
indignation ; but to turn our eyes on a Countess of 
Salisbury, gives us pleasure and improvement; it 
works a sort of miracle, occasions the bias of our 
nature to fall off from sin, and makes our very 
senses and affections converts to religion, and 
promoters of our duty. 

There is not in nature a more glorious scene than 
he enjoys, who by accident oversees a great and 
young andbeautiful lady in her closet of devotion ; 
instead of gaiety, and noise, and throng, so natural 
to the qualities just mentioned, all is solei 
silent, and private. Pious meditation has 
her away into a forgetfulness of her lovely 
which no one but herself can fo^t t All 
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quisite features are animated with religion iO'Sucfa 
a manner, as to make any licentious thought in the 
beholder impious and shocking ! All her motions 
and postures (whose gracefulness in others might 
be a foundation for pride, and be thought an ex- 
cuse for omissions in duty) are full of humiliation 
and pious neglect ! Those eyes, which cannot be 
showed in public without interrupting the business 
of the world, fixing thousands in attention, and 
suspending the pursuits of avarice and ambition, 
are devoutly raised, and importunately fastened 
on an invisible object ; offering holy violence far 
those good. tMng», the thoughts of which in vulgar 
minds keep company, for the most part, with no^ 
thing but wrinkles, gray hairs, and infirmity. 
What a radiant glimpse of heaven is this ! All the 
divine and ravishing appearances which are formed 
of angels and saints in glory, were at first suggested 
to the mind of man by such a sight. 

They who are acquainted with the character of 
the Lady Jane, will not look on this as foreign; 
they that are not, but have the honour of know- 
ing the Countess of Salisbury, will make another 
sufficient excuse for this seeming digression of» . 

MADAM, 

Your most obedient 

and most humble servant, 

Edward Young, 
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FORCE OF RELIGION. 



CMior et polchro veniens in corpora yirtat. ViRG. 



BOOK I. 

Ad ooelom ardentia lamina tollens, 

Lnmina ; nam teneras arcebant yincnla palmatf . ViRO. 



From lofty themes, from thoughts that soar'd on 

high. 
And opened wondrous scenes above the sky. 
My Muse ! descend : indulge my fond desire ; 
With softer thoughts my melting soul inspire, 
And smooth my numbers to a female's praise : 
A partial world will listen to my lays 
While Anna reigns, and sets a female name 
Unrival'd in the glorious lists of fame. 

Hear/ ye fair daughters of this happy land ! 
Whose radiant eyes the vanquished world com- 
mand. 
Virtue is beauty ; but when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
When youth makes such bright objects still more 

bright. 
And Fortune sets them in the strongest light, 
Tis all of heaven that we below may view. 
And all but adoration is your due. 

h2 



82 THE FORCE OF RELIGION, B. I, 

Famed female virtue did this isle adorn 
Ere 'Ormond, or her glorious Queen was born ; 
l^hen now Maria's powerful arms prevail'd. 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition faiFd, 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race. 
In blooming youth, adorn'd with every grace. 
Who gain'd a crown by treason not her own, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne, 
Hurl'd from the summit of imperial state. 
With equal mind sustain d the stroke of Fate, 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reason fortify his heart ? 
At once she longs, and is afraid to know ; 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow. 
To find her lord ; and, finding, passes by. 
Silent with fear, nor dares she meet his eye. 
Lest that, unask'd, in speechless grief disclose 
The. mournful secret of his inward woes : 
Thus after sickness, doubtful of her face. 
The melancholy virgin shuns the glass. [rene. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look se^ 
And sorrow soften'd by her heavenly mien. 
She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 
Gentle and sweet, as vernal zephyr blows. 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rose : 

' Grieve not, my lord; a crown, indeed, is lost; 
What far outshines a crown we still may boast ; 
A mind composed, a mind that can disdaia 
A. fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. 
Nothing is loss that virtue can improve 
To wealth eternal, and return above ; 
Above» where no distinction shall be known 
Twixthim whom storms have shaken from a throne. 
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And him who, basking in the smiles of Fate, 
Shone forth in all the splendour of the great : 
Nor can 1 find the difference here below ; 
I lately was a queen ; I still am so, 
While Guilford's wife : thee rather I obey. 
Than o'er mankind extend imperial sway. 
When we lie down in some obscure retreat. 
Incensed Maria may her rage forget ; 
And I to death my duty will improve, 
And what you miss in empire, add in love — 
Your godlike soul is open'd in your look. 
And 1 have faintly your great meaning spoke. . 
For this alone I'm pleased I wore the crown^ 
To find with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race 
Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.' 

Thus spoke the fairest of her sex, and oheer'd 
Her drooping lord, whose boding bosom fear'd ' 
A darker cloud of ills would burst, and shed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltless head. 
Too just, alas ! the terrors which he felt: 
For, lo ! a guard ! — forgive him if he melt — 
How sharp her pangs, when severed from his side. 
The most sincerely loved, and loving bride 
In space confined, the Muse forbears to tell ; 
Deep was her anguish, but she bore it well: 
His pain was equal, but his virtue less ; 
He thought in grief there could be no excess. 
Pensive he sat, o'ercast with gloomy care. 
And often fondly clasp'd his absent fair ; 
Now, silent, wander'd through his rooms of state. 
And sicken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate. 
Which thus adorn'd, in all her shining store, 
A splendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
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Now on the bridal bed his eyes were cast. 
And anguish fed on his enjoyments past ; 
Each recollected pleasure made him smart. 
And every transport stabb'd him to the heart 

That happy moon which summon'd to delight, 
That moon which shone on his dear nuptial night. 
Which saw him fold her yet untasted charms 
(Denied to princes) in his longing arms. 
Now sees the transient blessing fleet away. 
Empire and love ! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in the British clime, a summer storm 
Will oft the smiling face of heaven deform ; 
The winds with violence at once descend. 
Sweep flowers and fruits, and make the forest bend ; 
A sudden winter, while the Sun is near. 
Overcomes the season, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away. 
The beauteous captive! from the cheerful day? 
The scene is changed indeed ; before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors rise : 
For pomp and splendour, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 
Black thoughts each mom invade the lover's breast : 
Each night a ruffian locks the queen to rest. 

Ah, mournful change, if judged by vulgar minds I 
But Sufiblk's daughter its advantage finds. 
^Religion's force divine is best displayed 
In deep desertion of all human aid ; 
To succour in extremes is her delight. 
And cheer the heart when terror strikes the sight 
We, disbelieving our own senses, gaze. 
And wonder what a mortaFs heart can raise 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, smile in grief. 
And comfort those who come to bring relief: 
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We gaze, and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay. 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 

Against her cares she raised a dauntless mind. 
And with an ardent heart, hut most resigned. 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the silence of her dark retreat, 
Address'd her God — * Almighty Power Divine I 
Tis thine to raise, and to depress is thine; 
With honour to light up the name unknown, 
Or to put out the lustre of a throne. 
In my short span both fortunes 1 have proved. 
And though with ill frail nature will be moved, 
I'll bear it well : (O strengthen me to bear !) 
And if my piety may claim thy care. 
If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat. 
And tumult of a court, a future state ; 
O favour, when thy mercy 1 implore. 
For one who never guilty sceptre bore ! 
Twas 1 received the crowq ; my lord is free ; 
If it must, fall, let veogeance fall on me : 
Let him survive, his country's name to raise. 
And in a guilty land to speak thy praise I 
O may the' indulgence of a father's love, 
Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 
If these are safe, I '11 think my prayers succeed. 
And bless thy tender mercies whilst I bleed.' 

^was now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the queen to her full wrath gave wi^y ; 
Thpagh rigid justice rush'd into offence. 
And drank, in zesH, the blood of Innocence. 
The Sun went down in clouds, and seem'd to mourn- 
The sad necessity of his return ; 
The hollow wind and melancholy rain. 
Or did, or was imagined to complain ; 
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The tapers cast an inauspicious light; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night 

Sweet Innocence in chains can take her rest; 
Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast. 
She sinks ; and in her sleep is reenthroned, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She yiews her fleets and armies, seas and land. 
And stretches wide her shadow of command: 
With royal purple is her vision hung ; 
By phantom hosts are shouts of conquest rung ; 
Low at her feet the suppliant rival lies : 
Our prisoner mourns her fate, and bids her rise. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd. 
Glanced on the hills, and westward cast the shade ; 
The busy trades in city had began 
To sound, and speak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants' breasts the thoughts of vengeance rouse^ 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his spouse. 
At this first birth of light, while morning breaks. 
Our spouseless bride, or widow'd wife, awakes ; 
Awakes, and smiles ; nor night's imposture blames ; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A shortlived blaze, a lightning quickly o'er. 
That died in birth, that shone, and ^ere no more: 
She turns her side, and soon resumes a state 
Of mind well suited to her alter'd fate. 
Serene, though serious, when dread tidings come 
(Ah, wretched Guilford!) of her instant doom. 
Sun ! hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve ; be guiltless of the sight; 
Or haste more swiftly to the western main. 
Nor let her blood the conscious daylight stain ! 

Oh ! how severe ! to fall so new a bride. 
Yet blushing from the priest in youthful pride ; 
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When Time had just matured each perfect grace. 
And open'd all the wonders of her face! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all reUef, 
Fond of his woe and obstinate in grief* 
Unhappy Fair ! whatever Fancy drew> 
(Vain promised blessings) vanish from her view; 
No train of cheerful days, endearing nights. 
No sweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 
Pleasures that blossom e'en from doubts and fears. 
And bliss and rapture rising out of cares : 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Luird on her knee, or smiling in her face ; 
Who, when her dearest father shall return 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 
Might comfort to his silver hairs impart. 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 
As where fruits fall quick-rising blossoms smile. 
And the bless'd Indian of his cares beguile. 
In vain these various reasons jointly press 
To blacken death, and heighten her distress ; 
She through the* encircling terrors darts her sight 
To the bless'd regions of eternal light. 
And fills her soul with peace : to weeping fiiends 
Her father and her lord she recommends. 
Unmoved herself: her foes her air survey. 
And rage to see their malice thrown away. 
She soars ; now nought on earth detains her care — 
But Guilford, who still struggles for his share. 
Still will his form importunately rise. 
Clog and retard her transport to the skies. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand with a returning light. 
Thus her soul onward, from the seats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love. 
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At length she conquers in the doubtfal field ; 
That Heaven she seeks will be her Guilford's shield* 
Now Death is welcome ; his approach is slow ; 
Tis tedious longer to expect the blow. 

Oh, mortals ! short of sight, who think the past 
0*erblown misfortune still shall. prove the last: 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train. 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain : 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend. 
Till life and sorrow meet one common end. 

She thinks that she has nought but death to fear; 
And death is conquered . Worse than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She sees his hoary head, all white with age, 
A victim to the' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had she breathed her last 
Ere the dire sentence on her father pass'd! 

A fonder parent Nature never knew; 
And as his age increased his fondness grew. 
A parent's love ne'er better was bestow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. 
And can she from all weakness still refrain? 
And still the firmness of her soul maintain 1 — ^ 
Impossible ! a sigh will force its way^ 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She sighs and weeps ! but so she weeps and sighs. 
As silent dews descend, and vapours rise. 

Celestial Patience! how dost thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate! 
While Passion takes his part, betrays our peace. 
To death and torture swells each slight disgrace; 
By not opposing thou dost ills destroy. 
And wear thy conquer d sorrows into joy. 
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Now she revolyes within her anxious mind 
What woe still lingers in reserve behind. 
Griefs rise on griefs, and she can see no bound, 
While nature lasts, and can receive a wound. 
The sword is drawn ; the queen to rage inclined. 
By mercy nor by piety confined. 
What mercy can the zealot's heart assuage. 
Whose piety itself converts to rage? 
She thought, and sigh'd; and now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan : 
New sorrow dimm*d the lustre of her eye. 
And on her cheek the fading roses die. 
Alas I should Guilford too — When now she*s 

brought 
To that dire view, that precipice of thought, 
While there she trembling stands^ nor dares look 

down. 
Nor can recede, till Heaven's decrees are known. 
Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears — 
But n^t to cheer her heart, and dry her tears 1 
Not now, as usual, like the rising day. 
To chase the shadows and the damps away ; 
But like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air. 
His voice was frozen by his cold despair ; 
Slow, like a ghost, he moved with solemn pace ; 
A dying paleness sat upon his face : — 
Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast. 
Her eyes the anguish of her heart confess'd : 
Struck to the soul, she stagger'd with the wound. 
And sunk, a breathless image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the sky 's o'ercast. 
At first but shudders in the feeble blast; 

46. I 
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But when the wiods and weighty rains descend. 
The fair and upright stem is forced to bend. 
Till broke, at length, its snowy leaves are shed. 
And strew with dying sweets their native bed. 
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Hio pietatis honos ? sic nos in sceptra reponis ? 

ViRO. 



Her Guilford dtops her, beautiful in death. 
And with a kiss recalls her fleeting breath : 
To tapers thus, which by a blast expire, 
A lighted taper, touch'd, restores the fire. 
She rear*d her swimming eye, and saw the Kght, 
And Guilford, too, or she had loathed the sight. 
Her father's death she bore, despised her own. 
But now she must, she will, have leave to groan. 
* Ah ! Guilford !' she began, and would have spoke. 
But sobs rush'd in, and every accent broke: 
Reason itself, as gusts of passion blew. 
Was ruffled in the tempest, and withdrew. 

So the youth lost his image in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding surface fell ; 
The scattered features slid into decay. 
And spreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the soft affections, and control 
The manly temper of the bravest soul. 
What witii afflicted beauty can compare. 
And drops of love distilling from the fair? 
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It melts 118 down ; our pains delight bestow. 
And we with fondness languish o'er oar woe. 

This Guilford proved; and, with excess of pain, 
And pleasure too, did to his bosom strain 
The weeping fair : sunk deep in soft desire. 
Indulged his love, and nursed the raging fire ; 
Then tore himself away ; and, standing wide. 
As fearing « relapse of fondness, cried. 
With ill-dissembled grief, ' My life ! forbear ; 
You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear : 
Did you not chide my grief? repress your own. 
Nor want compassion for yourself alone. 
Have you beheld how, from the distant main. 
The thronging waves roll on, a numerous train. 
And foam, and bellow, till Uiey reach the shore. 
There burst their noisy pride, and are no more I 
Thus the successive flows of human race. 
Chased by the coming, the preceding chase ; 
They sound and swell,their haughty heads they rear. 
Then fall and flatten, break and disappear* 
life is a forfeit we must shortly pay. 
And Where's the mighty lucre of a day? 
Why should you mourn my fate? 'tis most unkind; 
Your own you bore with an unshaken mind : 
And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
That drank most blood, sunk deepest in my heart? 
I cannot live without you ; and my doom 
I meet with joy, to share one common tomb.— 
And are again your tears profusely spill'd 1 
Ob ! then, my kindness blackens to my guilt ! 
It foils itself if it recall your pain : — 
life of my life ! I beg you to refrain : 
The load which Fate imposes you increase. 
And help Maria to destroy my peace.' 
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But, ob ! against himself his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted the more she moum'd.. • 
Compassion swells our grief; words soft and kind 
But soothe our weakness, and dissolve the mind. 
Her sorrow flow'd in streams ; nor hers alone ; 
While that he blamed, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the smiles she wore, when she, so late, 
Haird him great partner t>f the regal State ; 
When orient gems around her temples blazed. 
And bending nations on the glory gazed ? 

Tis now the queen^s command they both retreat 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in state: 
She forms the decent misery with joy. 
And loads with pomp the wretch she would destroy. 
A spacious hall is hung with black, all light 
Shut out, and noonday darken'd into night : 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high. 
Like a dim crescent in a clouded sky ; 
It sheds a quivering, melancholy gloom. 
Which only shows the darkness of the room> 
A shining axe is on the table laid, 
A dreadful sight ! and glitters through the shade. 

In this sad scene the lovers are confined, 
A scene of terrors to a guilty mind I 
A scene that wpuld have damp'd with rising cares. 
And quite extinguish'd every love but theirs. 
What can they do? they tix their mournful eyes — 
Then Guilford thus, abruptly: ' I despise 
An empire lost ; I fling away the crown ; 
Numbers have laid that bright delusion down ; 
But where *s the Charles, or Dioclesian where. 
Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair? 
Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip ! to stand 
In full possession of thy snowy hand ! 
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Andy through the* andouded crystal of thy eye. 
The heayenly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 
*Illl rapture reason happily destroys, 
And my soul wanders through immortal joys ! 
Give me the world, and ask me, Where's my bliss ? 
I clasp thee to my breast, and answer This. 
And shall the grave' — He groans, and can no more. 
But all her charms in silence traces o'er ; 
Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought. 
And wondering sees, in sad presaging thought. 
From that fair neck that world of beauty fall. 
And roll along the dust, a ghastly ball ! 

Oh ! let those tremble who are greatly bless'dl 
For who but Guilford could be thus distress'dl 
Come hither, all you happy ! all you great ! 
From flowery meadows, and from rooms of state; 
Nor think I call your pleasures to destroy. 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not; but, smiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the brave or fair. 

Was ever such a mournful, moving sight? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling light: 
Now they embrace ; and, mix'd with bitter woe. 
Like Isis and her Thames, one stream they flow: 
Now they start wide ; fix'd in benumbing care. 
They stiffen into statues of despair : 
Now tenderly severe and fiercely kind. 
They rush at once ; they fling their cares behind. 
And clasp, as if to death ; new vows repeat. 
And quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate ; 
A short delusion ; for the raging pain 
Returns, and their poor hearts must bleed again. 

Meantime, the queen new cruelty decreed ; 
But ill content that they should only bleed, 

l2 
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A priest is sent, who, with insidious art. 
Instils his poison into Suffolk's heart. 
And Guilford drank it : han^ng on the breast. 
He from his childhood was with Rome possessed. 
When now the ministers of Death draw nigh, 
And in her dearest lord she first must die. 
The subtle priest, who long had watch*d to find 
The most unguarded passes of her mind. 
Bespoke her thus: < Grieve not; 'tis in your power 
Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour.' 
Her bosom pants ; she draws her breath with pain ; 
A sudden horror thrills through every vein ; 
Life seems suspended, on his words intent. 
And her soul trembles for the great event. [Rome, 
The priest proceeds : * Embrace the faith of 
And ward your own,y our lord's, and father's doom.* 
Ye blessed spirits ! now your charge sustain : 
The past was ease: now first she suffers pain. 
Must she pronounce her father's death? must she 
Bid Guilford bleed ? — It must not, cannot be. 
It cannot be ! but 'tis the Christian's praise. 
Above impossibilities to raise 
The weakness of our nature, and deride 
Of vain philosophy the boasted pride. 
What though our feeble sinews scarce impart 
A moment's swiftness to the feather'd dart ; 
Though tainted air our vigorous youth can break. 
And a chill blast the hardy warrior shake? 
Yet are we strong ; hear the loud tempest roar 
From east to west, and call ns weak no more : 
The lightning's unresisted force proclaims 
Our might, and thunders raise our humble names : 
'Tis our Jehovah fills the heavens ; as long 
As he shall reign Almighty, we are strongs 
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We, by devotion, bonx>w from his throne. 
And almost make Omnipotence his own : 
We force the gates of heaven by fervent prayer. 
And call fordi triumph out of man's despair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in silence, to the skies. 
Devoutly sad — then, brightening, like the day. 
When sudden winds sweep scattered clouds away. 
Shining in majesty, till now unknown. 
And breathing life and spirit scarce her own. 
She, rising, speaks ; ' If these the terms — ' 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford I (barbarous man ! 
Is this thy love ?) as swift as lightning ran, 
O'erwhelm'd her, with tempestuous sorrow fraught^ 
And stifled, in its birth, the mighty thought : 
Then, bursting fresh into a flood of tears, 
Fierce, resolute, delirious with his fears. 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breast. 
And thus the fervour of his soul express'd: 
' Oh ! let thy thought o'er our past converse rove. 
And show que moment uninflamed with love ! 
Oh ! if thy kindness can no longer last. 
In pity to thyself forget the past ! 
Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 
Pronounce his doom whom thou hast held so dear: 
Thou, who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
That to continue was its utmost power. 
And make the future like the present hour : 
Now call a ruffian, bid his cruel sword 
Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord : 
Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim) 
And stain his honour with a traitor's name. 
This might perhaps be borne without remorse,. 
But sure a father's pangs will have their force | 
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Shall his good age, so near its journey's end. 

Through cruel torment to the grave descend? 

His shallow blood all issue at a wound. 

Wash a slave's feet, and smoke upon the ground t 

But he to you has ever been severe ; 

Then take your vengeance' — Suffolk now drew 

near, 
Bending beneath the burden of his care. 
His robes neglected and his head was bare : 
Decrepit Winter, in the yearly ring. 
Thus slowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring: 
Downward he cast a melancholy look. 
Thrice turn'd4:o hide his grief, then faintly spoke: — 
* Now deep in years, and forward in decay. 
That axe can only rob me of a day : 
For thee, my soul's desire ! I can't refrain ; 
And shall my tears, my last tears, flow in vain ? 
When you shall know a mother s tender name. 
My heart's distress no longer will you blame.' 
At this, afar his bursting groans were heard ; 
The tears ran trickling down his silver beard : 
He snatch'd her hand, which to his lips he press'd. 
And bid her ' plant a dagger in his breast ;' 
Then, sinking, calFd ' her piety unjust,' 
And soil'd his hoary temples in the dust. 

Hardhearted men! will you no mercy know? 
Has the queen bribed you to distress her foe? 
O weak deserters to Misfortune's part. 
By false affection thus to pierce her heart! 
When she had soar'd, to let your arrows fly. 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle sky. 
And can her virtue, springing from the ground. 
Her flight recover, and disdain the wound, ' 

'"en cleaving love and human interest bind 
broken force of her aspiring mind? 
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As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her strength, the serpent wreaths his train. 
Her struggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His poisonous tail, and stings her as she flies- 
While yet the blow's first dreadful weight she 
feels. 
And with its force her resolution reels. 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful sound 
To view discover, weltering on the ground. 
Three headless trunks of those whose arms main* 

tain'd. 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd : 
The lifted axe assured her ready doom. 
And silent mourners sadden'd all the room ;^r 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale. 
Nor truths to stagger human faith reveal ? 

She met this utmost malice of her fate 
With Christian dignity and pious state ; 
Tlie beating storm's propitious rage she bless'd. 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breast. 
Her lord and father, for a moments space. 
She strictly folded in her soft embrace ! 
Then thus she spoke, while angels heard on high. 
And sudden gladness smiled along the sky: 

* Your over-fondness has not moved my hate ; 
I am well pleased you make my death so great: 
I joy I cannot save you ; and. have given 
Two lives, much dearer than my own, to Heaven, 
If so the queen decrees'. — But I have cause 
To hope my blood will satisfy the laws ; 
And there is mercy still, for you, in store : 
With me the bitterness of death is o'er ; 
He shot his sting in that farewell embrace^ 
And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 

' Here she embraces them. 
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Then let mistaken sorrow be suppress'd, 
NcM* seem to envy my approaching rest.* 
Then, turning to the ministers of Fate, 
She, smiling, says, * My victory's complete; 
And tell your queen I thank her for the blow. 
And grieve my gratitude I cannot show. 
A poor return I leave in England's crown, 
For everlasting pleasure and renown : 
Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 
Her guilt, — the only vengeance in her power.*^ 
Not Rome, untouch'd with sorrow, heard her 
fate. 
And fierce Maria pitied her too late. 



ODES. 



OCEAN. 

OCCASIONED BY 

1|is iOftajestp's IRopal lEntourasemcnt of t^( %ta Sctbice^ 

TO WHICH IS PREFIXED 

AN ODE TO THE KING, 

AND 

A DISCOURSE ON ODE. 



I think myself obliged to reoommend to yoa a considera- 
tion of the greatest importance ; and I shonld look npon it as 
a great happiness, if, at the beginning of my reign, I conld 
see the foundation laid of so great and necessary a work, as 
the increase and encouragement of oar seamen in general ; 
that they may be invited, rather than compelled by foA$e and 
Tiolence, to enter into the service of their country, as oft as 
occasion shall require it : a consideration worthy the repre- 
sentatives of a people great and flourishing in trade and navi- 
gation. This leads me to mention to you the case of Green- 
wich Hospital, that care may be taken, by some addition to 
that fund, to render comfortable and effectual that charitable 
provision for the support and maintenance of pur seamen, 
worn out, and become decrepit by age and infirmities, in the 
service of their country. — Speech, Jan. 27, 1727-8. 



Old Ocean's praise 

Demands my lays ; 
A truly British theme I sing ; 

A theme so great 

I dare complete, 
And join with Ocean, Ocean's king. 
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To gods and kings 

The poet sings ; 
To kings and gods the Muse is dear; 

The Muse inspires 

With all her fires ; 
Begin, my soul ! thy bold career. 

From awfiil state. 

From high debate, 
From morning splendours of a crown^ 

From homage paid. 

From empires weigh'd. 
From plans of blessings and renown ; 

Great monarch ! bow 

Thy beaming brow ; 
To thee I strike the sounding lyre. 

With proud design 

In verse to shine ; 
To rival Greek and Roman fire. 

The Roman ode 

Majestic flow*d. 
Its stream divinely clear and strong ;• 

In sense and sound 

Thebes roU'd profound ; 
The torrent roar'd and foam'd along^ 

Let Thebes nor Rome, 

So famed, presume 
To triumph o'er a northern isle ; 

I^te time shall know 

The North can glow, 
If dread Augustus deign to smile« 
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The work is done ! 

The distant Sun 
His smile sUppHes ! exalts my voice ! 

Through Earth^s wide bound 

Shall George resound^ 
My theme by duty and by choice. 

The naval crown 

Is all bis own ! 
Ouv fleet, if War or Commerce call. 

His will performs 

Through waves and storms. 
And rides in triumph round the balL 

Since tben the main 

Sublimes my strain. 
To wbom should I address o^y song? 
' To whom but thee? 

The boundless sea. 
And grateful Muse, to George belong* 

Hail, mighty theme ! 

Rich mine of fame ! 
If gods invoked extend their aid ; 

Hail, subject new ! 

As Britain's due 
Reserved by the Pierian maid« 

Durst Homer » Muse^ 
Or Pindar's, choose 
To pour the billows on his string] 
No, both defraud 
The tuneful god; 
Scarce more sublime, when Jove they sil^g. 
46. K 
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No former race. 

With strong embrace. 
This theme to ravish durst aspire ; 

With yirgin charms 

My soul it warms. 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 

Now low, now high. 

My fingers fiy. 
Now pause, and now fresh music spring ; 

Now dance, now creep, 

Now dive, now sweep. 
And fetch the sound from every string. 

Now numbers rise, 

like virgins* sighs ; 
The soft Fayonians melt away; 

As from the north 

Now rushes forth 
A blast, that thunders in my lay. 

My lays I file 

With curious toil ; 
Ye Graces ! turn the glowing lines ; 

On anvils beat 

Your strokes repeat : 
At every stroke the work refines I 

How music charms ! 

How metre warms ! 
Parent of ancient good and brave ! 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave ! 
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Jove mark'd for man 

A scanty span, 
But lent him wings to fly hb doom : 

Wit scorns the grave ; 

To wit he gave 
The life of gods ! immortal bloom ! 

Since years will fly. 

And pleasures die. 
Day after day, as years advance ; 

Since while life lasts 

Joy suffers blasts 
From frowning Fate and fickle Chance ; 

Nor life is long. 

But soon we throng, 
like autumn leaves. Death's pallid shore; 

We make at least. 

Of bad the best. 
If in life's phantom. Fame, we soar. 

Our strains divide 

The laureFs pride ; 
With those we lift to hfe we live : 

By Fame enrolled 

With heroes bold. 
And share the blessings which we give. 

What heroes praise 

Can fire my lays, 
lake his with whom my lay begun ? 

* Justice sincere. 

And Courage clear, 
Bise the two cplumns of his throne. 
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* How form*d for sway! 
How look, obey; 

They read the monarch in his port t 

Their love and awe 

Supply the law. 
And his own lustre makes the court ! 

* But shines supreme, 
Where heroes flame ; 

In war's high-hearted pomp he prides I 

By godlike arts 

Enthroned in hearts. 
Our bosom lord o*er wills presides.' 

Our factions end { 

The nations bend! 
For when Britannia's sons, combined 

In fair array. 

All march one way ; 
They march the terror of mankin4. 

If equal all 

Who tread the ball, 
Our bounded prospect, here, would end ; 

But heroes prove 

As steps to Jove, 
By which our thoughts, with ease, ascend. 

From what we view 

We take the clue 
Which leads from great to greater things i 

Men doubt no more. 

But gods adore. 
When such resemblance shines in kings. 
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On yonder height 

What golden light 
Triumphant shines? and shines alone? 

UnrivaFd blaze ! 

The nations gaze ! 
Tis not the Sun : 'tis Britain's throne. 

Our monarch there^ 

Rear'd high in air, 
Should tempests rise, didains to bend ; 

like British oak. 

Derides the stroke ; 
His blooming honours far extend ! 

Beneath them lies. 

With lifted eyes, 
Pair Albion, like an amorous maid ; 

While interest wings 

Bold foreign kings 
To fly, like eagles, to his shade. 

At his proud foot 

The sea, pour d out. 
Immortal nourishment supplies ; 

Thence wealth and state. 

And power and fate. 
Which Europe reads in George's eyes. 



ON LYRIC POETRY. 

How imperfect soever my own composition may 
be, yet am I willing to speak a word or two, of 
the nature of Lyric Poetry; to show that I have, 
at least, some idea of perfection in that kind of 

k2 
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poem in which I am engaged; and that I do 
^not think myself poet enough entirely to rely on 
inspiration for success in it. 

To our having, or not having, this idea of per- 
fection in the poem we undertake, is chiefly owing 
the merit or demerit of our performances, as also 
the modesty or vanity of our opinions concerning 
them. And in speaking of it I shall show how it 
unavoidably comes to pass, that bad poets, that 
is, poets in general,- are esteemed, and really are, 
the most vain, the mos|; irritable, and most ridi- 
culous set of men upon earth. But poetry in its 
own nature is certainly 

— Non hos qatesitum manas in asas. ViRG. 

He that has an idea of perfection in the work 
he undertakes may fail in it; he that has not, 
must : and yet he will be vain. For every little 
degree of beauty, how short or improper soever, 
will be looked on fondly by him ; because it is 
all pure gains, and more than he promised to 
himself; and because he has no test, or standard 
in his judgment, with which tp chastise his opi- 
nion of it. 

Now this idea of perfection is, in poetry, more 
refined than in other kinds of writing; and be- 
cause more refined, therefore more difficult ; and 
because more difficult, therefore more rarely at- 
tained ; and the nonattainment of it is, as I have 
said, the source of our vanity. Hence the poetic 
clan are more obnoxious to vanity than others. 
And from vanity consequently flows that great 
sensibility of disrespect, that quick resentment, 
that tinder of the mind that kindles at every 
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sparky and justly marks them out for the gentis 
irritabile among mankind. And from this com- 
bustible temper, this serious anger for no very 
serious things, things looked on by most as fo- 
reign to the important points of life, as conse- 
quentially flows that inheritance of ridicule, which 
devolves on them, from generation to generation. 
As soon as they become authors, they become 
like Ben Jonson's angry boy, and learn the art 
of quarrd. 

Concordes anime — dam nocte premantar ; 
Hea ! qaantam inter se bellam, si lamina vitas 
Attigerint, qaantas acies stragemqae ciebant ! 
Qui Juyenes ! qoahtas ostentantj aspice, vires. 
Ne, poeri ! ne tanta animis assuescite bella. 
Taqae prior, ta parce, gen as qai dacis Olympo, 
Sidereo flagrans clypeo, et cceiestibas armis, 
Projice tela mana, sangais meas ! 
Nee te allse facies, non terrait ipse Typlioeas 
Arduas, arma tenens ; non te Messapas et Ufens, 
Contemptorque De^km Mezentios. ViRO. 

But to return. He that has this idea of per- 
fection in the work he undertakes, however suc- 
cessful he is, will yet be modest; because to 
rise up to that idea, which he proposed for his 
model, is almost, if not absolutely, impossible. 

These two observations account for what may 
seem as strange, as it is infallibly true ; I meanr, 
they show us why good writers have the lowest, 
and bad writers the highest, opinion of their 
own performances. They who have only a par- 
tial idea of this perfection, as their portion of 
ignorance or knowledge of it is greater or less, 
have proportionable degrees of modesty or con- 
ceit. 

Nor, though natural good understanding makes 
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a tolerably just judgment in things of this nature, 
will the reader judge the worse^ for forming to 
himself a notion of what he aught to expect from 
the piece he has in hand, before he begms his 
perusal of it. ^ 

The Ode, as it is the eldest kind of poetry, so 
it is more spiritous, and more remote irom prose 
than any oUier, in sense, sound, expression, and 
conduct. Its thoughts should be uncommon, 
sublime, and moral ; its numbers full, easy, and 
most harmonious; its expression pure, strong, 
delicate, yet unaffected ; and of a curious felicity 
beyond other poems ; its conduct should be rap- 
turous, somewhat abrupt, and immethodical to a 
vulgar eye. That apparent order, and connexion, 
which gives form and life to some compositions, 
takes away the very soul of this. Fire, eleva- 
tion, and select thought, are indispensable; an 
humble, tame, and vulgar ode, is the most pitiful 
error a pen can commit. 

Mosa dedit Fidibas diros, poerosqae deoram. 

And as its subjects are sublime, its writer's 
genius should be so too; otherwise it becomes 
the meanest thing in writing, yiz. an involuntary 
burlesque. 

It is the genuine character, and true merit of 
the ode, a little to startle some apprehensions. 
Men of cold complexions are very apt to mistake 
a want of vigour in their imaginations, for a deli- 
cacy of taste in their judgments; and, like persons 
of a tei^der sight, they look on bright objects, in 
their natural lustre, as too glaring ; what is most 
delightful to a stronger eye, is painful to them. 
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Thus Pindar, who has as much logic at the bot- 
tom as Aristotle or EucUd, to some critics has 
appeared as mad; and must appear so to all 
who enjoy no portion of his own divine spirit. 
Dwaif understandings, measuring others by their 
own standard, are apt to think they see a mon- 
[ster, when they see a man. 

And indeed it seems to be the amends which 

fature makes to those whom she has not blessed 

^idi an elevation of mind, to indulge them in the 

comfortable mistake, that all is wrong, which 

ills not within the narrow limits of their own 

Fomprehensions and relish. 

Judgment, indeed, that masculine power of the 

kind, in ode, as in all compositions, should bear 

le supreme sway ; and a beautiful imagination, 

IS its mistress, should be subdued to its dominion. 

[ence, and hence only, can proceed the fieiirest 

>ffspring of the human mind. 

But then, in ode there is this difference from 

»ther kinds of poetry ; that, there, the imagina* 

ion, like a very beautiful mistress, is indulged in 

[the appearance of domineering ; though the judg* 

len^ like an artful lover, in reality carries its 

^int; and the less it is suspected of it, it shows 

the more masterly conduct, and deserves the 

reater commendation. 

It holds true in this province of writing, as in 

rar, — ' The more danger, the more honour.' It 

lust be very enterprising; it must, in Shak- 

irp's style, have hairbreadth scapes ; and often 

the very brink of error : nor can it ever de- 

the applause of the real judge, unless it 

itself obnoxious to the misapprehensions 

ntrary. 
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. Such is Casimire's straia among the modernd, 
whose lively wit, and happy fire, is an hononr to 
them. And Buchanan might justly be much ad- 
mired, if any thing more than the sweetness of 
his numbers, and the purity of his diction, were 
his own : his original, from which I have taken 
my motto, through all the disadvantages of a 
northern prose translation, is still admirable ; and, 
Cowley says, as preferable in beauty to Buchanan^ 
as Judea is to Scotland. 

Pindar, Anacreon, Sappho, and Horace^ are 
the great masters of lyric poetry among heathen 
writers. Pindar's Muse, like Sacharissa, is a 
stately, imperious, and accomplished beauty; 
equally disdaining the use of art, and the fear of 
any rival ; so intoxicating that it was the highest 
commendation that could be given an ancient, 
that he was not afraid to taste of her charms ; 

Pindarici fontis qai dod expallait baastos ; 

a danger which Horace declares he durst notrun» 
Anacreon's Muse is like Amoret, most sweet, 
natural, and delicate; all over flowers, graces, 
and charms; inspiring complacency, not awe: 
and she seems to have goodnature enough to ad- 
mit a rival, which she cannot find. 

Sappho's Muse, like Lady , is passionate- 
ly tender, and glowing ; like oil set on fire, she 
is soft, and warm, in excess. Sappho has left 
us a felf^ fragments only; Time has swallowed 
the rest ; but that little which remains, like the 
remaining jewel of Cleopatra, after the other was 
dissolved at her banquet, may be esteemed (as 
was that jewel) a sufficient ornament for the god- 
dess of beauty herself. 
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Horace's Muse (like one I shall not presume 
to name) is correct, solid, and moral ; she joins 
all the sweetness and majesty, all the sense and 
the fire of the former, in the justest proportions 
and degrees ; superadding a felicity of dress eu'- 
tirely her own. She moreover is distinguishable 
by this particularity, that she abounds in hidden 
graces, and secret charms, which none but the 
discerning can discover ; nor are any capable of 
doing full justice, in their opinion, to her ezcel-^ 
lences, without giving the world, at the same 
time, an incontestable proof of refinement in their 
own understandings. 

But, after all, to the honour of our own coun^ 
try, I must add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode 
on St. Cecilia's Day inferior to no composition of 
this kind. Its chief beauty consists in adapting 
the numbers most happily to the variety of the 
occasion. Those by which he has chosen to 
express Majesty, viz. 

Assames the God, 
Affects to nod, 
And seems to shake the spheres, 

are chosen in the following ode, because the sub- 
ject of it is great. 

For the more harmony likewise, I chose the 
frequent return of rhyme; which laid me under 
great difficulties. But difficulties overcome give 
grace and pleasure. Nor can I account for the 
pleasure of rhyme in general (of which the mo- 
derns are too fond) but from this truth. 

But then the writer must take care that the dif- 
ficulty is overcome. That is, he must make rhyme 
consistent with as perfect sense, and ezpressioui 
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as could be expected if he was ftte from ^at 
shackle. Otherwise, it gives neither grace to the 
work, nor pleasure to the reader, nor, conse- 
quently, reputation to. the poet. 
. To sum the whole : Ode should be peculiar, 
but not strained; moral, but not flat; natural, 
but not obvious ; delicate, but not affected ; no- 
ble, but not ambitious ; full, but not obscure ; 
fiery, but not mad ; thicky but not loaded io its 
numbers, which should be most harmonious, with- 
out the least sacrifice of expression, or of sense. 
Above all, in this, as in every work of genius, 
somewhat of an original spirit should be, at least, 
attempted ; otherwise the poet, whose character 
disclaims mediocrity, makes a secondary praise 
his ultimate ambition ; which has something of a 
contradiction in it. Originals only have true life, 
and differ as much from the best imitations, as 
men from the most animated pictures of them. 
Nor is what I say at all inconsistent with a due 
(Reference for the great standards of antiquity; 
na^, that very deference is an argument for it, for 
doubtless their example is on my side in this 
mutter. And we should rather imitate their ex-^ 
ample in the general motives, and fundamental 
methods of their working, than in their works 
themselves. This is a distinction, I think, not 
hitherto made, and a distinction of consequence. 
For the first may make us their equals ; the se- 
cond must pronounce us their inferiors even in 
our utmost success. But the first of these prizes 
is not so readily taken by the moderns ; as valu- 
ables too massy for easy carriage, are not so 
Jiable to the thief. 
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The ancieoU had a parti<3ulair tegard to th^ 
choice o€ their subjects; which were generally 
national and great. My subject is, in its own 
nature, noble ; most proper for an Englishman ; 
never more proper than on this occasion; and 
(what is strange) hitherto unsung. 

If I stand not absolutely condemned by my 
own rules ; if I have hit the spirit of ode in ge-» 
neral ; if I cannot think with Mr. Cowley, that 
' Music alone^ sometimes, makes an excellent 
ode j' 

~ Versas mopes rertun, nUgseqae canorae ^ 

if there is any thought, enthusiasm, and picture, 
which are as the body, soul, and robe of poetry; 
in a word, if in any degree I have provided rather 
food for men, than air for wits, I hope smaller 
faults will meet indulgence for the sake of the 
design, which is the glory of my country and my 
king. 

And indeed, this may he said, in general, that 
great subjects are above being nice ; that dignity 
and spirit ever suffer from scrupulous exactness ; 
and that the minuter cares effeminate a composi-* 
tion. Great masters of poetry, painting and sta- 
tuary, in their nobler works^ have even affected 
the contrary: and justly; for a truly masculine 
air partakes more of the negligeht, than of the 
neat, both in writings and in life— 

Grandis oratio haberet majestatis sae pondos* 

Petron« 

A poem, like a criminal^ under too severe cor- 
rection, may lose all its spirit, and expire. We 
46. L 
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know it was Fakberrimas, that was such an aiidst 
at a hair or a nail* And we know the cause 
was 

, Qaia ponere totam 
Nescins. . HoR. 

To close : If a piece of this nature wants an 
apology, I must own, that those who have strength 
of mind sufficient profitably to devote die whole 
of their time to the severer studies, I despair of 
imitating, I can only envy and admire. The mind 
is relieved and strengthened by variety; and he 
that sometimes is sporting with his pen, is only 
taking the most effectual means of giving a gene- 
ral importance to it. This truth is clear from the 
knowledge of human nature, and of history ; from, 
which I could cite very celebrated instances, did 
I not fear that, by citing them, I should condemn 
myself, who am so little qualified to follow their 
example in its full extent. 
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CONCLUDING WITH A WISH, 



Let the sea make a noise, let the floods clap their hands. 

Psalm xo?iii. 



Sweet rural scene 

Of flocks and green I 
At careless ease my limbs are spread ; 

All Nature still 

But yonder rill. 
And listening pines nod o'er my head. 
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In prospect wide 

The boundless tide ! 
Wares cease ta foam, and winds to roar ; 

Without a breeze 

The curling seas 
Dance on in measure to the shore. 

Who sings the source 

Of wealth and force ? 
Vast field of commerce and big war; 

Where wonders dwell ! 

Where terrors swell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his car? 

Where? where are they. 

Whom Paean's ray 
Has touch'd, and bid divinely raye?- 

What! none aspire? — 

I snatch the lyre. 
And plunge into the foaming wave. 

The wave resounds ! 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my song reply! 

I lead the choir. 

And they conspire. 
With voice and shell, to lift it high. 

They spread in air 

Their bosoms fair. 
Their verdant tresses pour behind ; 

The billows beat 

With nimble feet. 
With notes triumphant swell the wind« 
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Who love the shor^, 

Let those adore 
The god ApoUoy and his Nine, 

Parnassus' hill, 

And Orpheus' skill : 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 

^ The main I the main ! 

Is Britain's reign ; 
Her stiength, her glory, is her fleet i 

The main! the main! 

Be Britons' strain ; 
As triton's strong, as siren's sweet. 

Through Nature wide 

Is nought descried 
So rich in pleasure or surprise ; 

When all serene. 

How sweet the scene ! 
How dreadful when the billows rise; 

And storms deface 

The fluid glaiss, 
In which erewhile Britannia fair 

Look'd down with pride, 

like Ocean's bride, 
Adjusting h^r majestic air I 

When tempests cease. 

And, hush'd in peace. 
The flattened surges smoothly spread, 

Deep silence keep. 

And seem to sleep 
Recumbent on their oozy bed ; 
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With what a trance 

The level glance. 
Unbroken, shoots along the seas I 

Which tempt from shore 

The painted oar ; 
And eyery canvass courts the breeze ! 

When rushes forth 

The frowning North 
On blackening billows, with what dread 

My shuddering soul 

Beholds them roll, 
And hears their roarings o'er my head I 

With terror mark 

Yon flying bark ! 
Now centre-deep descend the brave ; 

Now, toss'd on high. 

It takes the sky, 
A feather on the towering wave ! 

Now spins around 

In whirls profound ; 
Now whelm'd, now pendent near the cloudd ; 

Now stunn'd, it reels 

Midst thunder's peals. 
And now fierce lightning fires the shrouds. ' 

^11 ether burns I 

Chaos returns ! 
And blends, once more, the seas and skies ; . 

No space between 

Thy bosom green, 
O deep ! and the blue concave, lies« 

l2 
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The northern blast, 

The shattered mast, 
The syrt, the whirlpool, and the roick. 

The breaking spout. 

The stars gone out, 
The boiling strait, the monster s shock ; 

Let others fear : 

To Britain dear 
Whatever promotes her daring claim ; 

Those terrors charm*. 

Which keep her warm 
In chase of honest gain or fame. 

The stars are bright 

To cheer the night. 
And shed through shadows tempered fire ! 

And Phoebus flames 

With burnish'd beams. 
Which some adore, and all admire. 

Are then the seas 
Outshone by these t 
' Bright Thetys ! thou art not outshone ; 
With kinder beams, 
And softer gleams. 
Thy bosom wears them as thy own. 

There, set in green, 

Gold stars are seen, 
A mantle rich ! thy charpis to wrap ; 

And when the Sun 

His race has run. 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 
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Those cloudsy whose dyes 

Adorn the skies. 
That silver snow, that pearly rain ; 

Has Phoebus stole 

To grace the pole. 
The plunder of the' invaded main ! 

The gaudy bow. 

Whose colours glow, 
Whose ardh with so much skill is bent. 

To Phoebus' ray. 

Which paints so gay, 
By thee the watery woof was lent. 

In chambers deep, 

Where waters sleep. 
What unknown treasures pare the floor ! 

The pearl in rows 

Pale lustre throws ; 
The wealth immense, which storms devour. 

From Indian mines. 

With proud designs. 
The merchant, swoln, digs golden ore : 

The tempests rise. 

And seize the prize. 
And toss him breathless on the shore. 

His son complains 

In pious strains ; 
' Ah ! cruel thirst of gold !' he cries ; 

Then ploughs the main. 

In zeal .for gain. 
The tears yet swelling in his eyes. 
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Thou watery vast. 

What mounds are cast 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o*er ? 

Thy proudest foam 

Must know its home ; 
But i^Lge of gold disdains a shore. 

Gold Pleasure buys ; 

But Pleasure dies. 
Too soon the gross fruition cloys : 

Though raptures court. 

The sense is short ; 
But Virtue kindles living joys ; 

Joys felt alone ! 

Joys ask'd of none ! 
Which Time's and Fortune^s arrows miss ; 

Joys that subsist. 

Though Fates resist. 
An unprecarious endless bliss 1 

The soul refined 

Is most inclined 
To every moral excellence ; 

AH vice is dull 

A knave's a fool; 
And Virtue is the child of Sense, 

The virtuous mind. 

Nor wave, nor wind. 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant^s frown, 

The shaken ball. 

Nor planets' fall, 
From its firm basis can dethrone. 
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This Britain knows^ 

And therefore glows 
With generous passions, and expends 

Her wealth and zeal 

On public weal. 
And brightens both by godlike ends. 

What end so great. 

As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the main. 

Which towering rose 

With George to close. 
And rival great £liza*s reign? 

A voice has flown 

From Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand design ; 

That voice shall rear 

Yon fabric fair*. 
As Nature'3 rose at the divine. 

When Nature sprung, 

Bless'd angels sung. 
And shouted, o'er the rising ball ; 

For strains as high 

As man's can fly. 
These sea-devoted honours call. 

From boisterous seas. 

The lap of ease 
Receives our wounded and our. old ; 

High domes ascend ! 

Stretch'd ^rohes bendl 
Proud columns swell ! wide gates unfold ! 

* Greenwich. 
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So sleeps the gndn. 

In fostering rain. 
And vital beams, till Jove descend; 

Then bursts the root ! 

The verdures shoot ! 
And Earth enrich, adorn, defend 1 

Here, soft-reclined 

From wave, from wind. 
And Fortune's tempest safe ashore. 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk the pleasing shadows o'er. 

In lengthened tales. 

Our fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age ! 

And o'er the bowl. 

They fire the soul 
Of listening youth to martial rage. 

The story done. 

Their setting Sun, 
Serenely smiling down the west. 

In soft decay. 

They drop away ; 
And Honour leads them to their rest. 

Unhappy they! 

And falsely gay ! 
Who bask for ever in success ; 

A constant feast 

Quite palls the taste, 
And long enjoyment is distress. 
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What charms u6 most. 

Our Joy, our boast. 
Familiar, loses all its gloss ; 

And gold refined 

The sated mind 
Fastidious turns to perfect dross. 

When, after toil. 

His native soil 
The panting mariner regains. 

What transport flows 

From bare repose I 
We reap our pleasure from our paios. 

Ye warlike slain I 

Beneath the main, 
Wrapp'd in a watery windingsheet ; 

Who bought with blood 

Your country*s good. 
Your country's fullblown glory greet. 

What powerful charm 

Can Death disarm ? 
Your long, your iron slumbers break? 

By Jove, by Fame, 

By George's name. 
Awake! awake! awake! 

Our joy so proud. 

Our shout so loud. 
Without a charm the dead might hear : 

And see, they rouse ! 

Their awful brows, 
Deep scarr'd, from oozy bilTows rear ! 
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With spiral shell, 

Fullblasted, teU 
Thai all your watery realms should ring^ 

Your pearl alcovesy 

ITour coral groves* 
Should echo theirs, and Britam*8 king^ 



As long as stiuv 
' Guide mariners. 
As Carolina's yirtnes please. 

Or suns invite 

The ravished sight. 
The British flag shall sweep the seas. 

Peculiar bodi ! 

Our soil's strong growth. 
And our bold natives' hardy mind s 

Sure Heaven bespoke 

Our hearts, and oak. 
To give a master to mankind. 

That noUest bird» 

Of teeming Earth, 
Of forests fair that daughter proud. 

To foreign coasts 

Our grandeur boasts. 
And Britain's pleasure speaks idoud i 

Now big with war 

Sends fate from far. 
If rebd realms their fate demand ; 

Now, sumptuous spoils 

Of foreign soib 
Pours in the bosom of our land* 
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Hence, Britain lays 

In scales, and weighs 
iThe fates of kingdoms and of kings; 

And as she frowns 

Or smiles on crowns, 
A night or day of glory springs. 

Thus Ocean swells 

The streams and rills. 
And to their borders lifts them high ; 

Or else withdraws 

The mighty cause. 
And leaves their famished channels dry# 

How mix'd, how frail. 

How sure to fail, . 
Is every pleasure of mankind ! 

A damp destroys 

My blooming joys. 
While f ritain*s glory fires iny mind* 

For who can gaze 

On restless seas, 
Unstnick with life's more restless state ? 

Where all are toss'd. 

And most are lost, 
By tides of passion, blasts of fate? 

The world 's the maiuy 

How vex'd ! how vain ! 
Ambition swells, and Anger foams ; 

May good men find. 

Beneath the wind, 
A noiseless shore, unruffled homes ! 
46. M 
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The public sceoe 

Of harden'd men 
Teach me, O teach me to despise ! 

The world few know 

But to their woe, 
Our crimes with our experience rise ; 

All tender sense 

Is banish'd thence. 
All maiden Nature's first alarms; 

What shock'd before 

Disgust no more. 
And what disgusted has its charms. 

In landscapes green 

True bliss is seen. 
With Innocence, in shades, she sports ; 

In wealthy towns 

Proud Labour frowns. 
And painted Sorrow smiles in courts. 

These scenes untried 

Seduced my pride. 
To Fortune's arrows bared my breast; 

Till Wisdom came, 

A hoary dame ! 
And told me Pleasure was in rest 

' O may I steal 

Along the Tale - 
Of humble life, secure from foes ! 

My friend sincere ! 

My judgment clear f 
And gentle business my repose I 
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* My miud be strong 
To combat wrong ! 

Grateful, O king ! for favoars shown ! 

Soft to complain 

For others' pain ! 
And bold to triumph o'er my own ! 

' (When Fortune's kind) 

Acute to find. 
And warm to relish eyery boon ! 

And wise to still 

Fantastic ill. 
Whose frightful spectres stalk at noon ! 

' No fruitless toils I 

No brainless broils ! 
Each moment level'd at the mark t 

Our day so short 

Invites to sport ; 
Be sad and solemn when 'tis dark. 

» 

* Yet, Prudence, still 
Rein thou my will ! 

What's most important, make most dear ! 

For 'tis in this 

Resides true bliss ; 
True bliss, a deity severe ! 

' When temper leans 

To gayer scenes. 
And serious life void moments spares, 

The silvan chase 

My sinews brace ! 
Or song unbend my mind from cares ! 
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* Nor shun, my 890! ! 
The genial bowl, 

Where, mirth, good nature, spirit, flow f 

Ingredients these, 

Above to please 
The laughing gods, the wise below« 

* Though rich the vine. 
More wit than wine. 

More sense than wit, good will than art. 

May I provide ! 

Fair truth, my pride ! - 
My joy, the converse of the heartl 

* The gloomy brow. 
The broken vow. 

To distant climes, ye gods ! remove ! 

The nobly soul'd 

Their commerce hold 
With words of truth, and looks of love ! 

* O glorious aim! 
O wealth supreme ! 

Divine benevolence of soul ! 

That greatly glows, 

And freely flows. 
And in one blessing grasps the whole 1 

* Prophetic schemes. 
And golden dreams. 

May I, unsanguine, cast away ! 

Have what I have ! 

And livej not leave, 
Enamour'd of the present day! 
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* My hours my own ! 

My faults unknown ! 
My chief revenue in content ! 

Then, leave one beam. 

Of honest fame ! 
And scorn the laboured monument! 

' Unhurt my urn ! 

Till that great turn 
When mighty Nature's self shall die V 

Time cease to glide^ 

With human pride. 
Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity.' 
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SEAPIECB: 

CONTAINING 

I. THB BRITISH SAILOR's EXULTATION. 
II. HIS PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT. 



THE DEDICATION. 

®o iWr» FoltftCrc. 

My Muse, a bird of passage, flies 

From frozen climes to milder skies ; 
From chilling blasts she seeks thy chearingbearo, 

A beam of favour here denied ; 

Conscious of faults, her blushing pride 
Hopes an asylum in so great a name. 

To dive full deep in ancient days ',' 

The warrior's ardent deeds to raise. 
And monarchs aggrandize,— the glory thine; 

Thine is the drama, how renowned ! 

Thine, epic's loftier trump to sound ; — 
But let Arion's sea-strung jiarp be mine. 

But where's his dolphin ? kno w'st thou where ? — 
May that be found in thee, Voltaire ! 

Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name illustrious raise 
My sinking song ! Mere mortal lays. 

So patronized, are rescued from the grave. 

' Annals of the Empire, Charles XII. Lewis XIV. 
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* Tell me, (say'st thou) who courts my smile ? 

What stranger stray'd from yonder isle V — 
No stranger, sir! though born in foreign olimes; 

On Dorset downs, when Milton's page. 

With Sin and De^th, provoked thy rage. 
Thy rage provoked, who sooth'd with gentle rhymes. 

Who kindly couch'd thy censure*s eye, 

And gave thee clearly to descry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy strong: 

Who half-inclined thee to confess. 

Nor could thy modesty do less. 
That -Milton's blindness lay not in his song. 

But such debates long since are flown ; 

Por ever set the suns that shone 
On airy pastimes, ere pur brows were gray : 

How shortly ^hall we both forget. 

To thee, my patron, I my debt. 
And thou to thine^ for Prussia's golden key. 

The present, in oblivion cast. 

Full soon shall sleep, as sleeps the past ; 
Full soon the wide distinction die between 

The frowns and favours of the great; 

High-flush'd Success, and pale Defeat, 
The Gallic gaiety, and British spleen. 

Ye wing'd, ye rapid moments ! stay : 
Oh, friend! as deaf, as rapid, they; 

Life's little drama done, the certain falls! — 
Dost thou not hear it? I can hear. 
Though nothing strikes the listening ear ; 

Time groans his last; Eternal loudly calls! 
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Nor calls in vain ; the call inspires 

Par other counsels and desires 
Than once prevailed : we stand on higher ground; 

What scenes we see ! — Exalted aim ! 

With ardours new our spirits flame; 
Ambition bless'd! with more than laurels crown'd. 



ODE THE FIRST. 

. THE BRITISH SAILOtl'S EXULTATION. 

In lofty sounds let those delight 

Who brave the foe but fear the fight, 
And, bold in word, of arms decline the stroke ; 

Tis mean to boast, but great to lend 

To foes the counsel of a friend. 
And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 

From whence arise these loud alarms ? 

Why gleams the South with brandish'd arms 1 
War,bath€d in bIood,from cursed ambition springs : 

Ambition inean! ignoble pride! 

Perhaps their ardours may subside. 
When weigh'd the wonders Britain's sailor sings* 

Hear, and revere. — At Britain's nod. 
From each enchanted grove and wood. 

Hastes the huge oak, or shadeless forest leaves ; 
The mountain pines assume new forms. 
Spread canvass wings, and fly through storms. 

And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 
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She Dods again ; the labouring earth 

Discloses a tremendous birth ; 
In smoking rivers runs her molten ore; 

Thence monsters of enormous size, 

And hideous aspect, threatening rise ; 
Flame from the deck, from trembling bastions roar. 

These ministers of Fate fulfil. 

On empires wide, an island's will, [powers 1 
When thrones unjust wake vengeance. Know, ye 

In sudden night, and ponderous balls. 

And floods of flame, the tempest falls. 
When braved Britannia's awful senate lour^. 

In her grand council * she surveys. 

In patriot picture, what may raise. 
Of insolent attempts, a warm disdain ; 

From Hope's triumphant summit thrown, 

like darted lightning, swifltly down 
The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain. 

Britanpia sheaths her courage keen. 

And spares her nitrous magazine ; 
Her cannon slumber till the proud aspire. 

And le^ave all law below them ; then they blaze ! 

They thunder from resounding seas. 
Touched by their injured master's soul of fire. 

Then furies rise ! the battle raves ! 

And rends the skies, and warms the wave$ ! 
And calls a tempest from the peaceful deep. 

In spite of Nature, spite of Jove, 

While, all serene and hush'd above, 
Tuipultuous winds in azure chambers sleep. 

' House of Lords. 
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A thousand deaths the bursting bomb 

Hurls from her disemboweVd womb; 
Chained, glowing globes, in dread alliance join'd. 

Red-winged by strong sulphureous blasts. 

Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and masts. 
And leaves singed, naked, blood-drown'd decks 

[behind. 

Dwarf laurels rise in tented fields ; 

The wreath immortal Ocean yields ; 
There war's whole sting is shot, whole fire is spent^ 

Whole glory blooms. How pale, how tame. 

How lambent, is Bellona's flame ! 
How her storms languish on the continent! 

From the dread front of ancient War 
Less terror frown'd ; her scythed car. 

Her castled elephant, and battering beam. 
Stoop to those engines which deny 
Superior terrors to the sky, [flame. 

And boast their clouds, their thunder, and their 

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud, 

The night by day, the sea of blood. 
Hosts whirFd in air, the yell of sinking throngs. 

The graveless dead, an ocean warm*d, 

A firmament by mortals storm'd. 
To patient Britain's angry brows belongs. 

Or do I dream? or do I rave 1 

Or see I Vulcan's sooty cave, ^ 

Where Jove's red bolts the giant-brothers frame? 
Those swarthy gods of toil and heat. 
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat; 

And panting tempests rouse the roaring flame. 
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Ye sons of iEtha ! hear my call : 

UnfiDish'd let those baubles fall. 
Yon shield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your strokes suspend, ye brawny throng? 

Charm'd by the magic of my song, 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. 

Begin ; and first take rapid flighty 
Tierce flame, and clouds of thickest night. 

And ghostly terror, paler than the dead: 
Then borrow from the North his roar. 
Mix groans, and deaths ; one phial pour 

Of wrong*d Britannia's wrath ; and it is made ; 

Gaul starts and trembles — at your dreadful trade. 



ODE THE SECOND. 

IN WHICH IS THE SAILOR's PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGE- 
MENT. 

So form*d the bolt ordain'd to break 

Graul's haughty plan, and Bourbon shake. 
If Britain's crimes support not Britain's foes. 

And edge their swords. O Power Diyine ! 

If bless'd by thee the bold design, 
Embatded hosts a single arm o'erthrows. 

Ye warlike dead! who fell of old 
In Britain's cause, by Fame enrolFd 

In deathless annals I deathless deeds inspire ; 
From oozy beds, for Britain s sake. 
Awake, illustrious chiefs ! awake. 

And kindle in your sons paternal fire. 

AUadiDg to Virgil'g description of thonder. 
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The day commission'd from above. 
Our i¥orth to weigh, our hearts to pro?e. 

If war's full shock too feeble to sustain, 
Or firm to stand its final blow, 
' When vital streams of blood shall flow. 

And turn to crimson the discolour'd main ; 

That day's arrived, that fatal hour& — 

* Hear us, O hear, almighty Power ! 

Our guide in counsel, and our strength in fight I 
Now war's important die is thrown. 
If left the day to man alone, 

How blind is Wisdom and how weak is Might I 

* Let prostrate hearts, and awful fear. 
And deep remorse, and sighs sincere. 

For Britain's guilt the wrath divine appease ; 
A wrath more formidable far 
Than angry Nature's wsisteful war. 

The whirl of tempests, and the roar of seasv 

* From out the deep to thee we cry. 
To thee, at Nature's helm on high ! 

Steer thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence I 

To thee for succour we resort ; 

Thy favour is our only port ; 
Our only rock of safety thy defence. 

' O Thdu! to whom the lions foar, 

And not unheard thy boon implore! 
Thy throne our bursts of cannon loud invoke : 

Thou canst arrest the flying ball. 

Or send it back, and bid it fall 
On thosefrom whose proud deck the thunder broke. 
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* BritiLin in vain extends her care 
To climes remote ' for aids in war ; 

Still further must it stretch to crush the foe r 
There's one alliance, one alone. 
Can crown her arms, or fix her throne. 

And- that alliance is not found below. 

* Ally Supreme ! we turn to thee ; 
We learn obedience from the sea; 

With seas and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil ; 
'TIS thine our blood to freeze or warm. 
To rouse or hush the martial storm. 

And turn the tide of conquest at thy will. 

< ^is thine to beam sublime renown, 

Or quench the glories of a crown ; 
^is thine to doom, 'tis thine from Death to free. 

To turn aside his level'd dart, 

Or pluck it from the^ bleeding heart :— • 
There we cast anchor, we confide in thee. 

' Thou ! who hast taught the North to roar. 
And streaming lights' nocturnal pour 

Of frightful aspect ! when proud foes invade ; 
Their blasted pride with dread to seize. 
Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze. 

And George depute to thunder in thy stead. 

' The right alone is bold and strong ; 

Black hovering clouds appal the wrong 
With dread of vengeance. — Nature's awful Sire! 

Less than one moment shouldst thou frown. 

Where is Puissance and Eenown 1 
Thrones tremble, empires sink, or worlds expire. 

' RoMia. ^ Aarora Borealis. 

46. N 
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' Let George the just chastise the yain. 

Thou ! who dost curb the rebel maiiiy 
To mount the shore when boiling billows raye ! 

Bid George repel a bolder tide* 

The boundless swell of Gallic pride. 
And check Ambition's overwhelming ware. 

* And when (all milder means withstood) 
Ambition tamed by loss of blood 
Regains her reason ; then, on angel's wings. 
Let Peace descend, and shouting greet. 
With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet. 
How richly freighted ! it triumphant brings 
The poise of kingdoms, and the fate of kings/ 



IMPERIUM PELAGI: 

I 

WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF PINDAR'S SPIRIT. 

OCCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN FROM HANOVER, 
SEPTEMBER, 1729, AND THE SUCCBEDINO PEACE, COM- 
MONLY CALLED ' THE TREATY OF SEVILLE.' 



Monte decorrens velat amnis, imbres 
Qaem super notes allaere ripas. 
Ferret, immensasqae rait profando 
Pindaras ore. 

Concines Isetosqoe dies, et orbis 

Pablicam ladam, super impetrato 

Fortis Augosti reditu. HoR. 



PREFACE. 

A PINDARIC carries a formidable sound; but 
there is notbing formidable ia the true nature of 
it, of which (with utmost submission) I conceive 
the critics have hitherto entertained a false idea. 
Pindar is as natural as Anacreon, though not so 
familiar ; as a fixed star is as much in the bounds 
of nature as a flower of the field, though less 
obvious, and of greater dignity. This is not the 
received notion of Pindar : 1 shall therefore soon 
support at large that hint which is now given. 
Trade is a very noble subject in itself, more 
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proper than any for an Englishmany and particii* 
larly seasonable at this juncture. 

We have more specimens of good writing in 
every province than in the subUme, our two fa^ 
mous epic ppems excepted. I was wilUng to 
make an attempt where I had fewest rivals. 

If, on reading this Ode, any man has a fuller 
idea of the real interest, or possible glory, of hjs 
countiy than before, or a stronger impression 
from it, or a warmer concern for it, I give up, to 
tlie critic any further reputation. 

We have many copies and translations that 
pass for originals. This .Ode, I humbly conceive, 
is an original, though it professes imitation. No 
man can be like Pindar, by imitating any of his 
particular works, any more than like Raphael, by 
copying the Cartoons. The genius and spirit of 
such great men must be collected froin the whole; 
and wheja thus we are possessed of it, we must 
exert its energy in subjects and designs of our 
own. Nothing is so tinpindarjcal as following 
Pindar on the foot. Pindar is' an original ; and 
he must be so too who would be like Pindar in 
ibfit which is his greatest praise. Nothiqg so 
iinlike as a close copy and a noble original. 

As for length, Pindar has an unbrpkeii ode of 
six hundred lines. Nothing is long or short in 
writing, but relatively to the demand of the sub- 
ject, and the manner of treating it. A distich 
may be long, and a folio short. However, I have 
broken this Ode into strains, each of which may 
be considered as a separate ode, if you please : 
and if the variety and fulness of matter be consi- 
dered, I am rather apprehensive of danger from 
brevity in this Ode/ than from length. But lank 
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writing is what I think ought most to be declined: 
if for nothing else, for our plenty of it. 

The qde is the most spirited kind of poetry, 
and the Pindaric is the most spirited kind of ode. 
Thi9 I speak at my own very great peril; but 
truth has an eternal title to our confession, though 
we are sure to suffer by it. 



^i^e Cotttdtts. 
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Close : and a Chorus. 
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THE MORAL. 
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PRELUDE. 

Past by the surge my limbs ^re spread. 

The naval oak nods o'er my head^ 
The winds are loud, the waves tumultuous roll ; 

Ye winds ! indulge your rage no more ; 

Ye sounding billows! cease to roar: 
The god des.cends,.and transports warip my soul. 

The waves are hush*d, the winds are spent ; 

This kingdopo, fropi the kingdoms rent, 
I celebrate in song. Famed isle ! no less, 

By Nature'^ favour, from mankind. 

Than by the foaming sea disjoined ; 
Alone in bliss ! an isle in happiness ! 

Though Eate and Time have damp'd my strains. 
Though youth no longer fires my veins. 

Though slow their streams in this cold climate run. 
The royal eye dispels my cares, 
Recalls the warmth of blooming years ; 

Returning George supplies the distant sun. 
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Away, my soul ! salute the Pine', 

That glads the heart of Caroline, 
Its grand deposit faithful to restore ; 

Salute the bark that ne'er shall hold 

So rich a freight in gems or gold. 
And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 

My soul ! to thee she spreads her sails ; 

Their bosoms fill with sacred gales ; 
With inspiration from the Godhead warm ; 

Now bound for an eternal clime, 

O send her down the tide of time, 
Snatch'd from oblivion, and secure from storm. 

Or teach this flag like that to soar. 

Which gods of old and heroes bore ; 
Bid her a British constellation rise 

The sea she scorns ; and now shall bound 

On lofty billows of sweet sound : 
I am her pilot, and her port the skies ! 

Dare you to sing, ye tinkling train ! 

Silence, ye wretched ! ye profane I 
Who shackle prose, and boast of absent gods ; 

Who murder thought, and numbers maim. 

Who write Pindarics cold and lame, , 
And labour stiff Anacreontic odes. 

Ye lawful sons of Genius, rise ! 

Of genuine title to the skies; 
Ye founts of Learning ! and ye mints of Fame ! 

You who file off the mortal part 

Of glowing thought with Attic art. 
And drink pure song from Cam^s or Isis' stream. 

' The vessel in which the king came oyer. 
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I glow, I burn ! the numbers puis, 

High-flavour'd, delicate, mature. 
Spontaneous stream from my unlaboured bseast; 

As when fuU-ripen'd teems the vine. 

The generous bursts of willing wine 
Distil nectoreous from the g^ape unpress'd, 

STRAIN I. 

* Our monarch comes! nor comes alone!' 

What shining forms surround his throne, 
O Sun! as planiets thee. To my loud strain 

See Peace, by Wisdom led, advance ; 

The Grace, the Muse, the Season, dance I 
And Plepty spreads behind her flpwing tr^in J 

' Our mojparch comes! nor comes alone !^ 
New glories kindle round his throne. 

The visions lise ! I triumph as I gaze. 
By Pindar led, I turn'd of late 
The volume dark, the folds of Fate, 

And now am present to the future blaze. 

By George and Jove it is decreed. 

The mighty Mouths in pomp proceed^ 
Fair daughters of the S.un! — O thou divine, 

Bless'd Industry ! a smiling Earth 

From thee alone derives its birth : 
By thee the ploughshare and its master shine. 

From thee mast, cable, anchor, oar. 

From thee the cannon, and his roar ; 
On oaks nursed, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire 

O golden fruit! oak well might prove [grows. 

The sacred tree, the tree of Jove ; 
All Jove can give the naval oak bestows. 
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What cannot Industry complete? 

When Punic war first flamed^ the great. 
Bold, active, ardent Roman fathers meet : 

* Fell all your groves,' a flamen cries*; 

As soon they fall, as soon they rise ; 
One moon a forest, and the next a fleet. 

Is sloth indulgence? 'tis a toil ; 

Enervates man, and damns the soil ; 
Defeats creation, plunges in distress. 

Cankers our being ; all devours* 

A full exertion of our powers. 
Thence, and thence only, glows our happiness. 

The stream may stagnate, yet be clear. 

The Sun suspend his swift career. 
Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted force ; 

Ere man, his active springs resign'd. 

Can rust in body and in mind. 
Yet taste of bliss, of which he chokes the source. 

Where, Industry! thy daughter fair? — 

Kecall her to her native air : 
Here was Trade bom, here bred, here flourish*d 

And ever shall she flourish here : [long; 

What though she languished? 'twas but fear; 
She's sound of heart; her constitution 's strong. 

Wake, sting her up. Trade! lean no more 
On thy iix'd anchor ; push from shore ; 

Earth lies before thee, every climate court. 
And see! she's roused; absolved from fears. 
Her brow in cloudless azure rears. 

Spreads all her sail, and opens every port. 

' U Floras. 
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See, cherished by her sister, Peace> 

She levies gain on every place. 
Religion, habit, custom, tongue, and name ! 

Again she travels with the Sun, 

Again she draws a golden zone [fame I 

Round earth and main; bright zone of wealth and 

Ten thousand active hands, that hung 

In shameful sloth, with nerves unstrung. 
The nation's languid load, defy the storms, 

The sheets unfurl, and anchors weigh,. 

The long-moor'd vessels wing to sea. 
Worlds worlds salute, and peopled ocean swarms. 

His sons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 

Their sedgy foreheads lift and smile ; 
Their urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams charged with wealth, and vow to buy 

Britannia for their great ally. 
With climes paid down« What can the gods do 

[more? 

Cold Russia costly furs, from far 

Hot China sends her painted jar, 
France generous wines to crown it, Arab sweet 

With gales of incense swells our sails. 

Nor distant Ind our merchant fails. 
Her richest ore the ballast of our fleet. 

Luxuriant isle ! what tide that flows. 

Or stream that glides, or wind that blows. 
Or genial sun that shines, or shower that poun* 

Butflows, glides,breathes,shines, pours, forthee ? 

How every heart dilates to see 
Each land's each season blen<Ung on thy shores ! 
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All these one British harvest make ^ 

The servant Ocean, for thy sake. 
Both sinks' and swells : his arms thy bbsoin wrap, 

And fondly give, in boundless dower. 

To mighty George's growing power. 
The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 

Commerce brings riches, riches crown 
Fair Virtue with the first renowirr 

A large revenue, and a large expense. 
When hearts for others' welfare glow. 
And spend as free as gods bestow, 

Cr&ves the full bloom to mortal excellence. 

Glow, tbien, my breast! abound, my store ! 

This, and this boldly I implore : 
Their want and apathy let stoics boast ; 
' Passions and riches, good or ill. 

As used by man, demand our skill ; 
Alt' blessings wound us when discretion's lost. 

Wealth, in' the' virtuous' and the wise, 

nris vice and folly to despise : 
Let those in pi^se of poverty refine. 

Whose heads or hearts pervert its use. 

The narrow ilonl'd or the profuse : 
The truly great find mordls in the mine. 

Happy the man ! who,' large of heart. 

Has learn'd the rare, illustrious art 
Of being rich : stores starve us, or they cloy. 

From gold if more than cbymic skill 

Extract not what is brighter still : 
'Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. . 
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t^Ieiity*s a means, and joy her end^ 

Exalted minds their joys extend: 
A Chandos shines when others* joys are done i 

As lofty turrets by their height. 

When humble scenes resign their light. 
Retain the rays of the declining sun. 

Pregnant with blessings, Britain ! swear 

No sordid son of thine shall dare 
Offend the donor of thy; wealth and peace *, 

Who now his whole creation drains 

To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of nations, commerce and increase. 

How various Nature ! turgid grain. 
Here nodding, floats the golden plain ; 

There worms weave silken webs; here glowing' 
Lay forth their purple to the Sun : [vines 

Beneath the soil their harvests run. 

And kings' revenues ripen in the mines. 

What's various Nature ? Art divine, 

Man's soul to soften and refine : 
Heaven different growths to different lands imparts, 

That all may stand in need of all. 

And interest draw around the ball 
A net to catch and join all human hearts. -. ' 

Thus has the great Creator's pen. 

His law supreme to mortal men, 
In their necessities distinctly writ : 

E'en appetite supplies the place 

Of absent virtue, absent grace, 
And human want performs for human wit. 

40. o 
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Vast naval ensigns strow'd around. 

The wondering foreigner confound : 
How stands the deep-awed Continent aghast. 

As her proud sceptred sons survey, 

At every port, on every quay. 
Huge mountains rise of cable, anchor, mast ! 

The' unwieldly tun ! the ponderous bale ! 

Each prince his own clime set to sale 
Sees here, by subjects of a British king. 

How earth 's abridged ! all nations range 

A narrow spot ! our thronged exchange ; 
And send the streams of plenty from their spring; 

Nor earth alone ; all Nature bends 

In aid to Britain's glorious ends : 
Toils she in trad^? or bleeds in honest wars ? 

Her keel each yielding sea enthrals. 

Each willing wind her canvass calls ; 
Her pilot into service lists the stars. 

In size confined, and humbly made. 
What though we creep beneath the shade. 

And seem as emmets on this point the ball ? 
Heaven lighted up the human soul. 
Heaven bid its rays transpierce the whole. 

And, giving godlike reason, gave us all. 

Thou golden chain 'twixt God and men, 

Bless'd Reason ! guide my life and pen : 
All ills, like ghosts, Hy trembling at thy light. 

Who thee obeys, reigns over all ; 

Smiles, though the stars around him fall ; 
A God is nought but reason infinite. 
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The man of reason is a god, 

Who scorns to stoop to Fortune's nod ; 

Sole agent he beneath the shining sphere. 
Others are passive, are impelFd, 
Are frightened, flatter'd, sunk, or swelled, 

As accident is pleased to domineer. 

Our hopes and fears are much to blame ; 

Shall monarchs awe, or crowns inflame 1 
From gross mistake our idle tumult springs : 

Those men the silly world disarm. 

Elude the dart, dissolve the charm. 
Who know the slender worth of men and things. 

The present object, present day. 

Are idle phantoms, and away : 
What's lasting only does exist. Know this, 

life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, all. 

Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly call. 
To launch us on the flood of endless bliss. 

How foreign these, though most in view ! 

Go, look your whole existence through. 
Thence form your rule ; thence fix your estimate; 

For so the gods ; but as the gains. 

How great the toil ! 'twill cost more pains 
To vanquish folly than reduce a state. 

Hence, Reason ! the first palm is thine : 
Old Britain learn'd from thee to shine : 

By thee trade's swarming throng, gay Freedom's 
Armies, in war of fatal frown, [smile. 

Of peace the pride, arts flowing down. 

Enrich, exalt, defend, instruct our isle. 
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STRAIN lU 



Commerce gives arts as well as gain. 

By commerce wafted o'er the main. 
Thy barbarous climes enhghten as they run ; 

Arts, the rich traffic of the soul ! 

May travel thus from pole to pole, 
Aud gild the world with leanuog*s brighter suo, 

Commerce gives learning, virtue, gold ! 

Ply commerce, then, ye Britons bold. 
Inured to winds and seas ! lest gods repent : 

The gods that throned you in the wave. 

And, as the trident's emblem, gave 
A triple realm that awes the continent : 

And awes with wealth ; for wealth is power: 

When Jove descends a golden shower, 
'Tis navies, armies, empire, all in one.r — •- 

View, emulate, outshine old Tyre; 

In scarlet robed, with. gems on fire. 
Her merchants princes ! every deck a throne ! 

She sat an empress ! awed the flood ! 

Her stable column Ocean trod ; 
She call'd the nations, and she call'd the seas. 

By both obey'd ; the Syrian sings ; 

The Cyprian's art her viol strings ; • 
Togarmah's steed along her valley neighs. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor. 

And Bashan*s oak, transform'd, her oar ; 
High Lebanon her mast; far Dedan warms 

Her mantled host ; -Arabia feeds ; 

Her sail of purple Egypt spreads ; 
Arvad sends mc^riners ; the Persian ^nns. 
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The world's last limit bounds her fame. 

The Golden City was her name ! 
Those stars on earth, the topaz, onyx, blaze 

Beneath her foot : extent of coast. 

And rich as Nile's, let others boast. 
Hers the far nobler harvest of the seas. 

O merchant land! as Eden fair ! 

Ancient of empires ! Nature's care ! 
The strength of ocean ! head of plenty's springs ! 

The pride of isles ! in wars revered ! 

Mother of crafts ! loved ! courted ! fear'd ! 
Pilot of kingdoms ! and support of kings ! 

Great mart of nations ! — but she fell : 

Her pamper'd sons revolt ! rebel ! 
Against his favourite isle loud roars the main! 

The tempest howls ! her sculptured dome 

Soon, the wolf's refuge; dragon's home ! 
The land, one altar ! a whole people, slain ! 

The destined Day puts on her frown ; 

The sable Hour is coming down : 
She's on her march from yon almighty throne : 

The sword and storm are in her hand ; 

She trumpets shrill her dread command : 
Dark be the light of earth, the boast unknown ! 

For, oh ! her sins, as red as blood. 

As crimson deep, outcry the flood : 
The Queen of Trade is bought, once wise and just ; 

Now venal is her council's tongue : 

How riot, violence, and wrong. 
Turn gold to dross, her blossom into dust! 

o2 
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To things inglorious, far beneath 

Those high-born souls they proudly breathe, 

Her sordid nobles sink ! her mighty bow ! 
Is it for this, the groves around 
Return the tabrefs sprightly sound? 

Is it for this, her great ones toss the brow ? 

What burning feuds 'twixt brothers reign ! 

To nuptials cold how glows the vein. 
Confounding kindred, and misleading right ! 

The spurious lord it o'er the land. 

Bold filasphemy dares make a stand. 
Assault the sky, and brandish all her might ! 

Tyre's artisan, sweet orator. 

Her merchant, sage, big man of war. 

Her judge, her prophet, nay, her hoary heads, 
Whose brows with wisdom should be crown'd. 
Her very priests, in guilt abound : 

Hence, the world's cedar all her honours sheds. 

What dearth of truth, what thirst of gold ! 

Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold 1 
What youth unletter'd ! base ones lifted high [ 

What public boasts ! what private views ! 

What desert temples ! crowded stews ! 
What women — practised but to roll an eye! 

04 foul of heart, her fairest dames 

Decline the Sun's intruding beams. 
To mad the midnight in their gloomy haunts, 

Alas !' there is who sees them there ; 

There is who flatters not the fair. 
When cymbals tinkle, and the virgin chants. 
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He sees, and thunders ! — Now in vain 
The courser paws and foams the rein. 

And chariots stream along the printed soil : 
In vain her high presumptuous air. 
In gorgeous vestments, rich and rare. 

O'er her proud shoulder throws the poor man's toil. 

In robes or gems, her costly stain. 

Green, scarlet, azure, shine in vain ! 
In vain their golden head her turrets rear ; 

In vain high-flavour'd, fqreign fruits, 

Sidonian oils, and Lydian lutes. 
Glide o'er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 

In vain wine flows in various streams. 
With helm and spear each pillar gleams ; 

Damascus, vain ! unfolds the glossy store ; 
The golden wedge from Qphir's coasts. 
From Arab incense, vain, she boasts ; 

Vain are her gods, and vainly men adore. 

Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 

The nations hiss ! her glory ends ! 
To ships, her confidence ! she flies from foes ; 

Foes meet her there : the wind, the wave. 

That once aid, strength, and grandeur gave. 
Plunge her in seas iirom which her glory rose. 

Her ivory deck, embroidered sail. 

And mast of cedar, nought avail. 
Or pilot learn'd ! she sinks, nor sinks alone ; 

Her gods sink with her ! to the sky, 

Which never more shall meet her eye. 
She sends her soul out in one dreadful groan. 



156 ODES. 

I 

What though so vast her naval might. 

In her first dawn'd the British right. 
All flags abased her sea-dominion greet : 

What though she longer warr'd than Troy ; 

At length her foes that isle destroy 
Whose conquest saiFd as far as sail'd her fleet. 

The kings she clothed in purple shake 
Their awful brows : ' O foul mistake ! 

O fatal pride ! (they cry) this, this is she 
Who said — With my own art and arm 
In the world's wealth I wrap me warm — 

And sweird at heart, vain empress of the sea ! 

' This, this is she who meanly soar'd : 

Alas ! how low, to be adored. 
And style herself a god ! — ^Through stormy wars 

This eagle isle her thunder bore. 

High fed her young with human gore. 
And would have built her nest among the stars. 

' But ah, frail man ! how impotent 

To stand Heaven's vengeance, or prevent ! 

To turn aside the great Creator's aim ! 
Shall island kings with him contend. 
Who makes the poles beneath him bend. 

And shall drink up the sea herself with flame 1 

' Earth, ether, empyreum, bow, 
When tirom the brazen mountain's brow 

The God of battles takes his mighty bow: 
Of wrath prepares to pour the flood. 
Puts on his vesture dipp'd in blood. 

And marches out to scourge the world below. 
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* Ah wretched isle! once call'd the great! 

Ah wretched isle ! and wise too late ! 
The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out : 

Thy luxury, corruption, pride. 

And freedom, lost ; the realms deride. 
Adored thee standing, o er thy ruins shout : 

' To scourge with war, or peape bestow. 

Was thine, O fallen ! fallen low ! 
Twas thine of jarring thrones to still debates ; 

How art thou fallen, down, down, down ! 

Wide waste, and night and horror frown. 
Where empire flamed in gold and balanced states/ 

STRAIN III. 

Hence learn, as hearts are foul or pure. 

Our fortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may thrive or perish by the wave. 

What storms from Jove's unwilling frown 

A people's crimes solicit down ! 
Ocean's the womb of riches and the grave. 

This truth, O Britain ! ponder well ; 

Virtues should rise as fortunes swell. 
What is large property? — the sign of gpod^ 

Of worth superior : if 'tis less. 

Another's treasure we possess. 
And charge the gods with favours misbestow'd. 

This counsel suits Britannia's isle. 

High flush'd with wealth and freedom's smile : 

Tp vassals prisoned in the continent. 
Who starve at home on meagre toil. 
To suck to death their mother soil, 

Twere pseless caution, and a. truth mispent. 
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Fell tyrants strike beyond the bone> 

And wound the soul ; bow genius down. 
Lay virtue waste ! For worth or arts who strain. 

To throw them at a monster's foot ! 

Tis property supports pursuit : 
Freedom gives eloquence, and freedom gain. 

She pours the* thought, and forms the style; 

She makes the blood and spirits boil : 
I feel her now ! and rouse, and rise, and rave, 

In Theban song. O Muse ! not thine. 

Verse is gay Freedom's gift divine : 
The man that can think greatly is no slave. 

Others may traffic if they please ; 

Britain^ fair daughter of the seas. 
Is born for trade, to plough her field, the wave. 

And reap the growth of every coast : 

A -speck of land ; but let her boast, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave. 

Britain ! behold the world's wide face ; 

Not covered half with solid space. 
Three parts are fluid. Empire of the sea ! 

And why? for commerce. Ocean streams 

For that, through all his various names ; 
And if for commerce. Ocean flows for thee. 

Britain, like some great potentate 

Of Eastern clime, retires in state. 
Shuts out the nations ! Would a prince draw nigh. 

He passes her strong guards, the waves. 

Of servant winds admission craves : 
Her empure has no neighbour but the sky. 
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There are her friends ; soft Zephyr there, 

Keen £urus, Notus never fair, 
BfOUgfa Boreas bursting from the pole ; all urge. 

And urge for her, 'their various toil ; 

The Caspian, the broad Baltic, boil, 
And into life the dead Pacific scourge. 

There are her friends, a marshal'd train I 

A golden host ! and azure plain ! 
By turns do duty, and by turns retreat : 

They may retreat, but not from her ; 

The stars that quit this hemisphere, 
Must quit the skies to want a British fleet. 

Hyad, for her, leans o'er her urn : 

For her Orion's glories burn. 
The Pleiads gleam. For Britons set and rise 

The fair faced sons of M^zaroth, 

Near the deep chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the midnight skies. 

These natipns Newton made his own ; 

All intimate with him alone. 
His mighty soul did, like a giant, run 

To the last volume*is closing star : 

Deciphered every character : 
His reason pour'd new light upon the 8un. 

Let the proud brothers of the land 

Smile at our rock and barren strand ; 
Not such the sea : let Foh^'s ancient line 

Vast tracts and ample beings vaunt ; 

The camel low, small elephant ; 
O Britain ! the leviathan is thine. 
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Leyiathsin ! whom Nature's strife 
Brought forth, her largest piece of life ! 

He sleeps an isle I his sports the billows warm ! 
Dreadful leviathan ! thy spout 
Invades the skies ; the stars are out s 

He drinks a river, and ejects a storm. 

The' Atlantic surge around our shore, 

German and Caledonian, roar; 
I'heir mighty genii hold us in their lap i 

Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred ; 

* The seas are ours,' — the monarchs said — 
llie Floods their hands, their hands the Nations^ 
clap. 

Whence is a rival then to rise? 

Can he be found beneath the skies? 
Not there they dwell that can give Britain feaf : 

The powers of earth, by rival aim, 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim. 
And prove their distance most as they draw near. 

Proud Venice sits amid the waves^ 

Her foot ambitious Ocean laves : 
Art's noblest boast ! but, O ! what wondrous odds 

Twixt Venice and Britannia's isle ] 

Twixt mortal and immortal toil? 
Britannia is a Venice built by gods. 

Let Holland triumph o'er her foes^ 
But not o'er friends by whom she rose ; 

The child of Britain I and shall she contend ? 

It were no less than parricide ! 

What wonders rise from out the tide .! 

Her high and mighty to the rudder bend. 



THE MERCHANT. 161 

And are thete, then, of lofty brow^ 
Who think trade mean, and scorn to bow 

So far beneath the state of noble birth? 
Alas ! these chiefs but little know 
Commerce how high, themselves how low i 

The sons of nobles are the sons of earth. 

And what have Earth's mean sons to do, 
But reap her fruits, and warm pursue 

The world's chief good, not glut on others* toil] 
High Commerce from the gods came down^ 
TVith compass, chart, and starry crown, 

Tb^ir delegate to make the nations smile. 

Blush, and behold the Kussian bow ; 

From forty crowns his mighty brow 
To trade — to toil he turns his glorious hand ; 

That arm which swept the bloody fields 

See ! the huge axe or hammer wield. 
While sceptres wait, and thrones impatient stand. 

O shame to subjects ! first renown^ 

Matchless example to the crown ! 
Old Time is poor; what age boasts such a sight? 

Ye drones ! adore the man divine — 

No virtue, still, as mean, decline ; 
Call Russians barbarous, and yourselves poUte. 

He too, of Judah, great as wise. 
With Hiram strove in merchandise; 

Monarchs with monarchs struggle for an oar ! 
That merchant sinking to his grave, 
A flood of treasure swells the cave. 

The king left much, the merchant buried more ^. 

' Vast treasure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 years 
after his death j 3000 talents at one time, and an immense 
som the next. 

46. P 
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Is merchant an inglorious name? 

No ; fit for Pindar such a theme. 
Too great for me ; I pant beneath the weight f 

If loud as Ocean's were my voice, 

If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Outnumbered sands, I could not reach its height. 

Merchants o'er proudest heroes reign ; 

Those trade in blessing, these in pain. 
At slaughter swell, and shout while nations groan: 

With purple monarchs merchants vie : 

If great to spend, what to supply 1 [down. 

Priests pray for blessings, merchants pour them 

Kings merchants are, in league and love : 

£arth*s odours pay soft airs above. 
That o'er the teeming field prolific range. 

Planets are merchants, take, return 

Lustre and heat ; by traffic burn. 
The whole creation is one vast Exchange. 

Is merchant an inglorious name ^ 
What say the sons of lettered fame. 

Proud of their volumes, swelling in their cells ? 
In open life, in change of scene, 
Mid various manners, throngs of men. 

Experience, arts, and solid wisdom dwells. 

Trade, Art's mechanic. Nature's stores 

Well weighs ; to starry science soars ; 
Reads warm in life (dead-colour'd by the pen) 

The sites, tongues, interests, of the ball ; 

Who studies trade, he studies all : 
Accomplished merchants are accomplished men. 
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STRAIN IV. 

How shall I further rouse the soul ! 

How Sloth's lascivious reign control 
By verse with unextinguished ardour wrought ? 

How every breast inflame with mine ? 

How bid my theme still brighter shine. 
With wealth of words and unexhausted thought? 

O thou Dircaean swan on high. 
Round whom familiar thunders fly ! 

While Jove attends a language tike his own. 
Thy spirit pour, like vernal showers. 
My verse shall burst out with the flowers. 

While Britain's trade advances with her siin. 

Though Britain was not born to fear. 

Grasp not ^ bloody fame from war ; 
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade : 

Jove gathers tempest black as night ; 

Jove pours the golden flood of light : 
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade. 

Britain, a comet or a star. 

In commerce this, or that in war ; 
Let Britons shout! earth, seas, and skies, resound! 

Commerce to kindle, raise, preserve. 

And spirit dart through every nerve, [nown'd. 
Hear from the throne^ a voice through time re- 

So fall from Heaven the vernal showers. 

To cheer the glebe and wake the flowers : 
The bloom calFd forth, 3ee azure skies displayed : 

The bird of voice is proud to sing, 

Industrious bees ply every wing, 
Distend their cells, and urge their golden trade. 

* The KiDg*f Speech, Jan. 29, 1730. 
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Trade once extinguish'd, Britain's sun 

Is gone out too ; his race is run ; 
He*shines in vain ; her life 's an isle indeed^ 

A spot too small to be o'ercome : 

Ah, dreadful safety ! wretched doom ! 
No foe will conquer what no foe can feed^ 

Trade *s the source, sinew, soul of all : 

Trade's all herself: hers, hers the ball: 
Where most unseen, the goddess still is there. 

Trade leads the dance. Trade lights the blaze; 

The courtier s pomp ! the student s ease ! 
TwB3 trade at Blenheim fought, and closed the war. 

What Rome and all her gods defies! 

The Punic oar ; behold it rise 
And battle for the world ! Trade gave the call ; 

Rich cordial from his naval art . 

Sent the strong spirits to his heart. 
That bid an Afric merchant grasp the ball. 

Where is, on earth, Jehovah*s home 1 
Trade mark'd the soil, and built the dome. 

In which his Majesty first deign'd to dwell ; 
The walls with silver sheets o'erlaid. 
Rich as the Sun, through gold unweigh'd, 

Bent the moon'd arch, and bid the column swell. 

Grandeur unknown to Solomon ! 

Methinks the labouring earth should groan 
Beneath yon load ' ; created, sure, not made ! 

Servant and rival of the skies ! 

Heaven's arch alone can higher rise ; 
What hand immortal raised thee?— humble Trade. 

' St. Paul's, built by the prodace of a ooal tax. 
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Where hadst thou been if, left at large, 

Those sinewy arms that tugg'd the barge 
Had caught at Pleasure on the flowery green ? 

If they that watch'd the midnight st{;f 

Had swung behind the rolling car. 
Or filFd it with disgrace, where hadst thou been? 

As by repletion men consume. 

Abundance is the miser's doom : 
Expend it nobly; he that lets it rust. 

Which, passing numerous hands, would shine, 

Is not a man, but living mine. 
Foe to the gods, and rival to the dust. 

Trade barbarous lands can polish fair. 
Make earth well worth the wise man's care, 

Call forth her forests, charm them into fleets ; 
Can make one house of human race. 
Can bid the distant poles embrace ; 

Hers every sun ; and India India meets. 

Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports. 
With bounty feeds, with laurel courts ; 

Trade gives fair virtue fairer still to shine ; 
Bnacts those guards of gain, the laws. 
Exalts e'en freedom's glorious cause : 

Trade, warn'd by Tyre, O make religion thine ! 

You lend each other mutual aid ; 

Why is Heaven's smile in wealth convey'd ? 
Not to place vice, but virtues, in our power. 

Pleasure declined is luxury. 

Boundless in time and in degree ; 
Pleasure enjoy'd the tuiftult of an hour. 

p2 
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False joy *s a discomposing thing. 
That jars on Nature's trembling string. 

Tempests the spirits, and untunes the frame : 
True joy, the sunshine of the soul, 
A bright serene that calms the whole, 

"Which they ne'er knew whom other joys inflame. 

Merchant ! religion is the care 

To grow as rich^-as angels are : 
To know false coin from true ; to sweep the main, 

The mighty stake secure, beyond 

The strongest tie of field or fund : 
Commerce gives gold, religion makes it gain. 

Join, then, religion to thy store. 

Or India's mines will make thee poor. 

Greater than Tyre ! O bear a nobler mind ! 
Sea-sovereign isle ! proud war decline. 
Trade patronize ! What glory thine. 

Ardent to bless, who couldst subdue, mankind ! 

Rich commerce ply, with warmth divine. 

By day, by night ; the stars are thine : 
Wear out the stars in trade ! eternal run. 

From age to age, the noble glow, 

A rage to gain and to bestow : 
While ages last! in trade burn out the Sun. 

Trade, Britain's all, our sires sent down. 

With toil, blood, treasure, ages won : 
This Edgar great bequeath'd ; this Edward bold. 

Let Frobishers, let Raleighs, fire ! 

O let Columbus' shade inspire ! 
New worlds disclose, with Drake surround an old. 
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Columbus ! scarce inferior fame 

For thee to find, than Heaven to frame, 
That womb of gold and gem^: her wide dOQiain 

An universe ! her rivers seas ! 

Her fruits, both men and gods to please ! 
Heaven's fairest birth ! and but for thee in vain. 

Worlds still unknown deep shadows wrap ; 

Call wonders forth from Nature's lap ; 
New glory pour on her eternal Sire : 

O noble search ! O glorious care ! 

Are you not Britons^ why despair] 
New worlds are due to such a godlike fire. 

Swear by the great Eliza's soul, 
That trade as long as waters roll — 

Ah ! no ; the gods chastise my rash decree : 
By great Eliza do not swear : 
For thee, O George ! the gods declare. 

And thou for them ! late time shall swear by thee. 

Truth, bright as stars, w\th thee prevails ; 

Full be thy fame as swelling sail? ; 
Constant, as tides, thy mind ; as masts, elate ; 

Thy justice an unerring helm. 

To steer Britannia's fickle realm ; 
Thy numerous race, sure anchor of her state. 

STRAIN v. 

Britannia's state what bounds confine ! 

(Of rising thought, O golden mine !) 
Mountains, alps, streams, gulfs, oceans, set no 

She sallies till she strikes the star ; [bound ; 

Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave resound. 
^ Vide Description of Ameriea. 
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Small isle ! for Caesars, for the sod 
Of Jove, who burst from Macedon. 
For gorgeous easterns blazing o'er mankind. 
Then when they call'd the world their own, 
Not equal fame from fable shown : 

They rose to gods in half thy sphere confined. 

» 

Here no demand for Fancy's wing ; 

Plain truth's illustrious : as I sing. 
Oh, hear yon spangled harp repeat my lay! 

Yon starry lyre has caught the sound, 

And spreads it to the planets round. 
Who best can tell where ends Britannia's sway. 

The skies (fair printed page) unfold 

The naval fame of heroes old ! 
As in a mirror show the' adventurous throng : 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by gods, are writ in staVs, 
And noble verse that shall endure as long. 

The skies are records of the main ; 

Thence Argo listens to my strain ; 
Chiron, for song renown'd, his nobl^ rage 

For naval fame and song renews. 

As Britain's fame he hears and views ; 
Chiron, the ShovelF.of a former age. 

The Whale (for late I sung his praise) 

Pours grateful lustre on my lays. 
How smiles Arion's friend" with partial beams! 

Eridanus would flatter too. 

But jealousies his smiles subdue; 
He fears a British rival in the Thames. 

' Sir Clovdeslej ShoTell. ^ The DoIpbiD. 
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In pride the lioa lifts his mane, 

To see his British brothers reign 
As stars below : the Balance, George ! from thine. 

Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 

More accurate the night and day ; 
From thy fair daughters Virgo learns to shine. 

Of Britain's court, ye lesser lights ! 

How could the wise man gaze whole nights 
On Richmond's eye or Berenice's hair ! 

But, oh ! you practise shameful arts ; 

Your own retain, seize others* hearts : 
Pirates, not merchants, are the British fair. 

^is truth, I swear by Cynthia's beam :. 

Pale queen ! be flush'd at Britain's fame; 
And, rolling, tell the nations — ' O'er the main 

To share her empire is thy pride.' 

He, mighty Power ! who curbs the tide. 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia's reign. 

What is the main, ye kings renown'd? 

Britannia's centre, and your bound. 
Austrian ! where'er leviathan can roll 

Is Britain's home ! and Britain's mine 

Where'er the ripening Sun can shine ! 
Parts are for emperors ; for her the whole. 

Why, Austrian ! wilt thou hover still 

On doubtful wing, and want the skill 
To see thy welfare in the world's? too late 

Another Churchill thou mayst find. 

Another Churchill not so kind. 
And o|her Blenheimil big with other fate. 
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Ill thou remember'sty ill dost own, 

Who rescued an ungrateful throne ; 
111 thou consider'st that the kind are brave ; 

111 dost thou weigh that in Time's womb 

A day may sleep, a day of doom. 
As great to ruin as was that to save. 

How wouldst thou smile to hear my strain. 

Whose boasted inspiration's vain ! 
Yet what if my prediction should prove truel 

Know'st thou the fatal pair who shine 

0*er Britain's trading empire t thine 
As one rejected, what if one subdue ? 

What naval scene' adorns the seat 

Of awful Britain's high debate, | 

Inspires her councils, and records her power? 

The nations know, in glowing balls 

On sinking thrones the tempest fiedls. 
When our august, assembled senates lour. 

O language fit for thoughts so bold ! j 

Would Britain have her anger told? | 

Ah ! never let a meaner language sound. 
Than that which prostrates human souls, 
Through Heaven's dark vault impetuous rolls. 

And Nature rocks when angry Jove has frown'd. 

Not realms unbounded, not a flood 

Of natives, not expense of blood. 
Or reach of counsel, gives the world a lord; 

Trade calls him forth, and sets him high. 

As mortal man o'er men can fly : 
Trade leaves poor gleanings to the keenest sword. 

^ The Spanish armada, in the House of LordU 
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Nay, bers the sword ; for fleets ha?e wings. 

Like lightniog fly to distant kings ; 
Uke gods descend at once on trembling states. 

Is war proolaim^d? our wars are burl'd 

To furthest confines of the world. 
Surprise your ports, and thunder at your gates. 

The king of tempests, .^lolus. 
Sends forth his pinion'd people thus. 

On rapid errands ; as they fiy they roar. 
And carry sable clouds, and sweep 
The land, the desert, and the deep ! 

Earth shakes ! proud cities fall, and thrones adore ! 

The fools of Nature ever strike 

On bare outsides, and loathe or like 
As glitter bids ; in endless error vie ; 

Admire the purple and the crown : 

Of human welfare and renown 
Trade's the big heart ; bright empire but their eye. 

Whence Tartar grand, and Mogul great? — 

Trade gilt their titles, pour d their state ; 
While Afnc's black, lascivious, slothful breed. 

To clasp their ruin, fly from toil. 

That meanest product of their soil. 
Their people sell ; one half on the' other feed. 

Of Nature*s wealth from commerce rent, 

Afric*s a glaring monument ; 
Mid citron forests, and pomegranate groves, 

(Cursed in a paradise !) she pines : 

O'er generous glebes, o'er golden mines. 
Her beggar'd, famish'd, tradeless native roves. 
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Not so thine, China ! blooming wide ! 

Thy numerous fleet might bridge the tide ; 
Thj products would exhaust both Indias' mines. 

Shut be that gate of trade ! or woe 

To Britain's ! Europe 'twill overflow. 
Ungrateful song! her growth'® inspires thy lines. 

Britain ! to these, and such as these. 

The rirer broad, and foaming seas. 
Which sever lands to mortals less renown'd^ 

Devoid of naval skill or might ; 

Those sever'd parts of earth unite : 
Trade's the full pulse that sends their vigour round* 

Could, O could one engrossing hand 
The various streams of trade command ! 

That, like the Sun, would gazing nations awe ; 
That awful power the world would brave. 
Bold War, and empire proud, his slave; 

Mankind his subjects, and lus will their law. 

Hast thou look'd round the spacious earth ? 

From commerce. Grandeur's humble birth : 
To George from Noah, empires living, dead, 
^ Their pride, their shame, their rise, their fall, 

Time's whole plain chronicle, is all 
One bright encomium, undesign'd, on trade. 

Trade springs from peace, and wealth from trade, 
And power from wealth : of power is made 

The god on earth : hail, then, the dove of peace! 
Whose olive speaks the raging flood 
Of war repress'd: what's loss of blood? 

War is the death of commerce and increase. 

»« Coffee. 
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Hieti perish war — detested war I 

Shalt thoo make gods, like Csesar's star? 
What calls man fool so loud as this has done. 

From Nimrod's down to Bourbon's line? 

Why not adore, too, as divine. 
Wide wasting storms before the genial Sun ? 

Peace is the merchant's summer clear ! 

His harvest! harvest round the year ! 
For peace, with laurel every mast be bound ; 

£ach deck carouse, each flag stream' out. 

Each cannon sound, each sailor shout ; 
For peace, let every sacred ship be crowned ! 

Sacred are ships, of birth divine ; 

An angel drew the first design ; 
With which the patriarch " Nature's ruins braved : 

Two worlds abroad, an old and new. 

He safe o'er foaming billows flew. 
The gods made, human race ; a pilot saved. 

How sacred, too, the merchant's name!-^— 
When Britain blazed meridian fame", [law: 

Bright shone the sword, but brighter trade gave 
Merchants in distant courts revered. 
Where prouder statesmen ne'er appear'd. 

Merchants ambassadors! and thrones in awe!< 

'Tis. theirs to know the tides, the times. 
The march of stafs, the births of climes : 

Summer and winter theirs ; theirs land and sea : 
Theirs are the seasons, months, and years. 
And each a different garland wears : — 

O that my song could add eternity ! 

>' KcmJi. ^ lo Qaeen Eliabeth's reign^ 

46. Q 
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Praise is the sacred oil that feeds 

The buniing lamp of godlike deeds : 
Immortal glory pays illustrious cares. 

Whither, ye Britons ! are ye bound? 

O noble voyage, glorious round ! 
Launch from the Thames, and end among the stara. 

If to my subject rose my soul. 

Your fame should last while oceans roll : 

When other worlds in depths of time shall rise. 
As we the Greeks of mighty name. 
May they Britannia*s fleet proclaim. 

Look up, and read her story in the skies'^. 

Ye Syrens! sing; ye Tritons! blow; 

Ye T^ereids! dance; ye Billows! flow; 
Boll to my measures, O ye starry throng ! 

Ye Winds! in concert breathe around ; 

Ye Navies ! to the concert bound 
From pole to pole ! to Britain all belong. 
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Britain ! thus bless'd, thy blessing know. 

Or bliss in vain the gods bestow; 
Its end fulfil, means cherish, source adore ; 

Vain swellings of thy soul repress ; 

They most may lose who most possess ; 
Then let bliss awe, and tremble at thy store. 

*^ It is Sir Isaac Newton's opinion, that the principal con-^ 
stellations took their names from the Argonaats» to perpetitete 
that great action. 
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Nor be too fond of life at best; 

Her cheerful, not enamour'd guest: 
Let thought fly forward; 'twill gay prospects give; 

Prospects immortal ! that deride 

A Tyrian wealth, a Persian pride. 
And make it perfect fortitude to live. 

O for eternity ! a scene 

To fair adventurers serene ! 
O, on that sea to deal in pure renown ! 

Traffic with gods ! what transports roll ! 

What boundless import to the soul ! 
The poor man's empire ! and the subjects crown ! 

Adore the gods, and plough the seas; 

These be thy arts, O Britain ! these. 
Let others pant for an immense command; 

Let others breathe war*s fiery god : 

The proudest victor fears thy nod, 
Long as the trident fills thy glorious Hand. 

Glorious while heaven-born Freedom lasts. 
Which Trade's soft spurious daughter blasts : 

Por what is Tyranny? a monstrous birth 
From Luxury, by bribes caress'd, 
By glowing power in shades compressed, 

Which stalks around,and chains the groaning earth. 

CLOSE. 

Thee, Trade! I first, who boast no store. 

Who owe thee nought, thus snatch from shore. 
The shore of prose, where thou hast slumber'dlong. 

And send thy flag triumphant down 

The tide of time to sure renown ; 
O bless my country ! and thou pay*st my song. 
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Thou art the Sriton's noblest theme; 

Why, then, aosung? my simple aim 
To 4res8 plain sense, and fire the generous blood, 

Not sport imaginations vain ; 

But list with yon etherial train '^ 
The shining Muse, to serve the public good. 

Of ancient art, and ancient praise. 
The springs are open'd in my lays '^ : 

Olympic heroes' ghosts around me throng. 
And thi^k their glory sung anew, 
TiU chiefs pf equal fame they view. 

Nor grudge to Britons bold their Theban song. 

Not Pindar*s theme with mine compares; 

As far surpassed as useful cares 
Transcend diversion light, and glory vain : 

The wreath fantastic, shouting throng. 

And panting steed, to him belong ; 
The charioteer's, not empire's, golden rein. 

Nor, Chandos! thou the Muse despise 

That would to glowing ^tna rise, 
^Such Pindar's breast) thou Theron of our time ! 

Seldom to man the gods impart 

A Pindar's head or Theron's heart. 
In life or song how rare the true sublime! 

W Tfie stars. 

•I 

^^ Tibi res antiqase laadis, et artis 

Jngredior, sanetos aasas recladere fontes, 
Ascrpemnqae cano Romana per oppida carmen. 

yiRO. 
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None British-born will sure disdain 
This neWy bold, moral, patriot strain, 

Though not with genius, with some virtue crowned; 
(How vain the Muse!) the lay may last. 
Thus twined around the British mast. 

The British mast with nobler laurels bound ! 

Weak ivy curls round naval oak. 

And smiles at wind and storms unbroke ; 

By strength not her*s sublime : thus proud to soar. 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my strain. 
And lives and echoes through the plain, 

While o*er the billows Britain's thunders roar. 

Be dumb, ye groveling sons of verse. 

Who sing not actions, but rehearse. 
And fool the Muse with impotent desire; 

Ye sacrilegious 1 who presume 

To tarnish Britain's naval bloom. 
Sing Britain's fame, with all her hero's fire. 

CHORUS. 

Ye Syrens ! sing ; ye Tritons ! blow ; 

Ye Nereids ! dance ; ye Billows ! flow ; 
Roll to my measures, O ye starry Throng ! 

Ye Winds ! in concert breathe around ; 

Ye Navies ! to the concert bound 
From pole to pole ! to Britain all belong ; 
Britain to Heaven; from Heaven descelids my 
song. 
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Ye guardian gods ! who wait on kingiy 

And gently touch the secret springs 
Of rising thought, solicit, 1 beseech. 

For a poor stranger come from far ; 

Procure a suppliant traveller 
Ease of access, and the soft hour of speech. 

Tis gain'd. Hail, monarchs great and wise ! 

From distant climes and dusky skies, 
0*er seas and lands I flew, your ear to claim : 

Yours is the Sun and purple vine; 

Deep in the frozen North I pine ; 
Nor vine nor Sun could warm me like my theme. 
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A theme how great! on yonder tide 

A leafless forest spreading wide. 
The labour of the deep, my Muse surveys ; 

A fleet whose empire o'er the wave. 

Your grant, Time strengthens. Nature gave. 
Now big with death, the terror of the seas ! 

Ye great by sea ! ye shades adored ! 

Who fired the bomb and bathed the sword. 
Arise ! arise ! arise ! 'tis Britaip charms ; 

Arise, ye boast pf former wars ! 

And, pointing tp yojiir glorious sqar^. 
Rouse me to y^rse, your martial sons to arm^. 

Tis done: and seje! sweet Clio brings 

From heaven her deep-resounding strings ;< 
Clio ! the god ' which gave thy charming shell. 

Demands its most exalted strain 

To sing the sovereign of the main : 
Of Ocean's queen what wonders wilt thou telll 

Such wonders as may pass for spOrt 

Or vision in a southern court ; 
But, mighty thrones ! those truths w)iich jndke me 

Your fathers saw, your soi^s shall see ; [glow 

Then quit your infi^^lity* 
Some truths 'tis better to believe than kpow. 

Believe me, kings ! at Britain's nod, 

From each enchanjied grove and wood. 
Huge oaks stalk down the' unshaded mountains 

The lofty pines assume new forms, [side ; 

Fly round the globe, and live in storms. 
And tread and triumph on the wondering tide. 

^ Neptune. 
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She nods again: the labouring £arth 

Discloses a stupendous birth ; 
In smoking rivers runs her molten ore ; 

Thence monsters of enormous size. 

And hideous nature, frowning rise, 
Flame from the deck, from trembling bastions roar. 

These ministers of wrath fulfil. 
On empires wide, an island's will : 

Ye nations! know; know, all ye sceptred powers! 
In sulphurous night, and massy balls. 
And floods of flame, the tempest falls. 

When stern Britannia's awful senate lours. 

Bold is the style when hearts are bold : 
Would Britain have her anger told 1 

O ! never let a meaner language sound 
Than that which through black ether rolls, 
Than that which prostrates human souls. 

And rocks pale realms, when angry JoVe has 
frown'd. 

In peace she sheaths her courage keen. 

And spares her nitrous magazine; 
Her cannon slumber at the world's desire ; 

But give just cause, at once they blaze. 

At once they thunder from the seas. 
Touched by their injured master'9 soul of fire. 

Then furies rise ! the battle raves ! 

And rends the skies, and warms the waves. 
And calls a tempest from the peaceful deep, 

In spite of Nature, spite of Jove, 

Whilst all serene, and hush'd above. 
The boisterous winds in azure chambers sleep. 



THE FOREi6N ADDRESS. 181 

This, this, my monarchs ! is the scene 
For hearts of proof, for gods of men ; 

Here war's whole sting is shot, whole heart is spent ! 
You sport in arms ; how pale, how tame, 
' How lambent is Bellona*s flame ! 

How her storms languish pp the cpi^tioept j 

A swarm of deaths the migbty bomb 
Now scatters from her glowing womb ; 

Now tbe chained bolts, in dre^d alliance join'd^ 
Red-wing'd with an expanding blast. 
Sweep, in black whirlwjuids, man and mast^ 

And leuve a singed and naked bull behind. 

Now — but I'm struck with pale despair. 

My patrons! what a burst was there ! 
The strong-ribb*d barks at once dbploding fly ! 

Insatiate death ! compendious fate! 

Deep wound to some brave bleeding state ! 
One moment's guilt, a thousand heroes die. 

The great, gay, graceful, young, and brave, 
' (Short obsequies !) the sable wave 

Involves in endless night. Ye graveles;i dead ! 
Where are your conquests ? now you rove 
Pale, pensive, through the coral grove. 

Or shrink from Britain in your oozy bed. 

While virgins fair, with tender toil. 
Of fragrant blooms their gardens spoil. 

Low lie the brows for which the wreath's design'd. 
In seaweed wrapped. Alas ! how vain 
The hope, the joy, the grief, the pain ; 

The love, and godUke valour, of mankind ! 
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Of brass his heart who durst ex^plore. 

Shut up in triple brass and more. 
Who when explored the secret durst explain. 

How, in one instant, at one blow. 

The maiden's sigh, the mother's throe. 
Of half a widow'd land to render vain. 

See ! yon cowFd friar in his cell. 

With sulphur flame, and crucible : * - 

And can the charms of gold that saint inspire ? 

O cursed cause ! O cursed event ! 

O wondrous power of accident ! 
He rivals gods, and sets the globe on fire. 

But the rank growth of modem ill 

Too well deserved that fatal skill. 
The skill by which destruction swiftly runs. 

And seas, and lands, and worlds, lay waste 

With far more terror, far more haste. 
Than ancient Nimrod and bis haughty sons* 

In frown and force old War must yield: 

The chariot scythed, which mow'd the field. 
The ram, the castled elephant, were tame ; 

Tame to ranged ordnance, which denies, 

Superior terror to the skies. 
And claims the cloud, the thunder, and the flame* 

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud. 

The night by day, the sea of blood, 
Hosts whirled in air, the ydl, the sinking throng. 

The graveless dead, and ocean warm'd, 

A firmament by mortals storm*d. 
To wrong'd Britannia's angry brow belong. 
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Or do I dream, or do I rave ? 

Or do I see the gloomy cave 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant-brothers frame? 
, The swarthy gods of toil and heat 

Loud peals on mountain anvils beat, 
And panting tempests rouse the roaring flame. 

« 

Ye sons of ^tna ! hear my call ; 

Let your unfinished labours fall. 
That shield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Suspend your toils, ye brawny throng ! 

Charm'd by the magic of my song. 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true* 

Begin : and, first, take winged flight. 
Fierce flames, and clouds of thickest night, 

And trembling Terror, paler than the dead ; 
Then borrow from the North his roar. 
Mix groans and death ; one phial pour 

Of dread Britannia's wrath, and it is made* 

Yet« Peace celestial ! may thy charms 

Still Are our breasts, though clad in arms : 
If scenes of blood avenging Fates decree. 

For thee the sword brave Britons wield ; 

For thee charge o'er the' embattled field, [thee. 
Or plunge through seas, through x^rimson sea?, for 

E'en now for peace the gods are press'd ; 

We woo the nations to be bless'd ; 
For peace, victorious kings ! we call to you: 

For peace on pinion? of the dove. 

Soft emblem of eternal love ! 
Through trackliess air, and desert skies, I flew. 



My former layfi*/ of rough conteAtsr, 
Of waveSy and wars, and armaments^ 

Were but as peals of ordnance to confi^ss- 
Your height of dignity, to clear ' 
Your deaf,' your late-obstructed ear. 

And wake attention to more mild address.' 

Haye I not heard yon both' declare/ 
Your hearts detest the purple war/ 

And' melt in anguish for the world's repose? 
Hail, then ! all bail ! your wish is crown'd, 
Your godlike zeal through time renown'd, 

iThrough Europe bless'd, with joy her heart o'er-^ 

[flows. 
Your friend, yout brother of the North, 
To meet your arms^ comes smiling forth/ 

Andldadi^soft^handed Peace: how powerfhl het 
His numerous race, the blossoms bright 
Of golden empire, radiant sight ! 

Endless beam on into eternity. 

What long allies ! — the virgin train 

Your most obdurate foes may gain- : 
See how their charms in lineal lustre shine ! 

Through erery genuine branch the sire 

Has darted rays of tempered fire ; 
The mother breathed soft air, and bloom di¥ine« 

How fair the field ! ye* Aonian bees * 
The flowers ambrosial fondly seize, 
liuxiiribtts draw the sweet Hyblean strain ; 
That gods may lean from heaven to hear, 
I And my throned patron*s ravished ear 
The soul's rich nectar drink, and thirst again« 

' The foregoing stanza*. ' Poetn. 
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E*en mine they taste, and with success : 

Aofibition's fumes my strains repress ; 
The fever flies ; no noxious thoughts ferment ; 

No frenzy, taking friends for foes ; 

The pulse subsides ; they seek repose ; 
Nor I my winged embassy repent. 

No : by the blood of Blenheim's plain 

I swear the rumoured war is vain : 
Shall Gallic faith and friendship ever cease 1 

I swear by Europe's lovely dread, 

I swear by great Eliza's shade. 
The wise Iberian is the friend of peace. 

Yet, lest I fail (for prophets old 

Not all infallible foretold). 
We set our naval terrors in array. 

Know, Britons ! an Augustus reigns ; 

If foes compel, send forth your chains. 
While haughty thrones, uncensured, might obey« 

O, could I sing, as you have fought, 

I*d raise a monument of thought 
Bright as the sun ! — How you burn at my heart ! 

How the drums all around 

Soul-rising resound ! 

Swift drawn from the thigh. 

How the swords flame on high ! 

How the cannon's deep knell 

Fates of kingdoms foretell ! 
How to battle, to battle, our brave fathers part. 
How to battle, to conquest, to triumph, we dart! 

But who gives conquest ? He whose ray 
To darkness turns the blaze of aay ; 
46. R 
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Whose boundless favour far outflows the main ; 
Whose power the raging waves can stilly 
And curb more rebel human will— t 

With peace, O bless us ! or in war sustain. 

Dost thou sustain? — Ye twinkling fry ! 

That swim the seas, glide gently by ; 
Though your scales glitter, though your numbers 

Ah ! gently glide, for life*s dear sake, [swarm. 

Nor dare leviathan awake. 
Who spouts a river, and who breathes a storm. 

And now, who censures this address? 

Thus crowns, states, common men, make peace; 
They swell, sooth, double, dive, swear, pray, defy; 

And when rank Interest has prevailed. 

And Artifice the treaty seal'd. 
Stark Love and Conscience own the bastard tie. 

Ambassadors ! ye mouths of kings ! 

Ye missive monarchs ! empire*s wings ! 
What though the Muse your province proudly 

^is a reprisal fairly made, [chose ? 

Her province you long since invade. 
Ye perfect poets! in the vale of prose. 

More safe, O Muse ! that humble vale. 
Than the proud surge and stormy gale : 

Thy dangerous seas with wrecks are covered o'er: 
Dulness and frenzy curse thy streams. 
Rocks, infamous for murdered names ! 

O ! strike thy swelling sails, and make to shore. 

While warmer climes, in jcooler strains. 
Or tented fields, or dusty plains. 
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The bleeding horse and horseman hurl to ground; 
^is mine to sing, and sing the first. 
That mighty shock, that dreadful burst 

Of war, which bellows through the seas' profound. 

Nor mean the song, or great my blame ; 

When such the patrons, such the theme. 
Who might not glow, soar, paint, with rage divine? 

Truth, simple Truth, I proudly dress'd 

Id Fancy's robe, her fiowery yest 
DippM in the curious colours of the Nine. 

Bat, ah ! 'tis pass'd ; I sink ; I faint ; 

Nor more can glow, or soar, or paint; 
The refluent raptures from my bosom roll ; 

To heaven returns the sacred maid. 

And all her golden visions fade. 
Ne'er to revisit my tumultuous soul. 

My vocal shell ! which Thetis formed 
Beneath the waves which Venus warm'd 
With all her charms, (if ancient tales be true) 
And in thy pearly bosom glow'd 
Ere Paean silver chords bestowed ; 
My shell J which Clio gave, which kings applaud, 
Which Europe's bleeding Genius call'd abroad. 
Adieu, pacific lyre ! my laurel'd thrones ! adieu^ 
Hear, Atticus ! your sailor's song : I sing, I live 
for you. 



BBSIGNATION. 

IN TWO PARTS. 

AND A POSTSCRIPT. 

^0 4l^rs» ISoscatDcn /t 



Mj soal'shall be satisfied, even as it were with marrow and 
fatness ; when mj month praiseth thee with jojfal lips. 

Psalm Ixiii. 6t 



PART I. 

The days bow few, how short the y.ears> 

Of man's too rapid race ! 
Each leaving, as it swiftly flies, 

A shorter iq its place ! 

They who the longest lease enjoy. 

Have told us with a sigh. 
That to be bom seems little more 

Than to begin to die. 

Numbers there are who feel this trutl^ 
With fears alarm'd ; and yet, 

Jn lifers delusions lulFd asleep. 
This weighty truth fqrget. 

And am not I to these akin ? 

Age slumbers o*er the quill ; 
Its honour blots whatever it writes^ 

And api I writing still? 

^ The widow of Admiral Bosoawen. 
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Conscious of Nature in decline. 

And languor in my thoughts, 
To soften censure, and abate 

Its rigour on my faults ; 

Permit me, madam ! ere to you 

The promised verse I pay. 
To touch on felt Infirmity, 

Sad sister of Decay^ 

One world deceased, another born. 

Like Noah they behold. 
O'er whose white hairs and furrowM brows 

Too many suns have rolFd. 

Happy the patriarch ! he rejoiced 

His second world to see ; 
My second world, though gay the scene. 

Can boast no charms for me. 

To me this brilliant age appears 

With desolation spread ; 
Near all with whom I lived and smiled. 

Whilst life was life, are dead ; 

And with them died my joys: the grave 

Has broken Nature's laws. 
And closed against this feeble frame 

Its partial, cruel jaws : 

Cruel to spare ! condemn'd to life ! 

A cloud impairs my sight ; 
My weak hand disobeys my will. 

And trembles as I write. 

What shall I write? Thalia ! tell ; 

Say, long abandon'd Muse ! 
What field of fancy shall I range 1 

What subject shall I choose? 

r2 
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A choice of moment hi^h iaspire. 

And rescue me from shame. 
For doting on thy charms so late. 

By grandeur in my theme. 

Beyond the themes which most admire. 

Which dazzle or amaze ; 
Beyond renown'd exploits of war, 

.Bright charms, or empire's blaze. 

Are themes which, in a world of woe. 

Can best appease our pain. 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt. 

Gay Folly's. flood restrain; 

Amidst the storms of life support 

A calm unshaken mind, 
^n^ with unfading laurels crown 

The brow of the resigned. 

O Resignation ! yet unsung, 

Untouched by former strains, 
Though claiming every Muse's smile. 

And every poet's pains : 

Beneath life-s eveniqg splemn shade 

I dedicate my page 
To thee, thou safest guard of youth { 

Thou sole support of age I 

All other duties crescents are 

Of virtue faintly bright ; 
The glorious consummation thou! 

Which fills her orb with light : 

How rarely fiU'd ! the love divine 

In evils to discern : 
This the first lesson which we ws^nt, 

The latest which we. learn ; 



P.I. RESIGNATION. 101 

A melancholy truth ! for know. 

Could our proud hearts resign. 
The distance greatly would decrease 

Twixt human and divine. 

But though full noble is my theme. 

Full urgent is my call 
To soften sorrow, and forbid 

The bursting tear to fall. 

Tl^e task I dread: dare I to leave 

Of human prose the shore, 
And put to sea ? a dangerous sea I 

What throngs have sunk before ! 

How proud the poet's billows swell ! 

The god ! the god ! his boast ; 
A boast how vain ! what wrecks abound ! 

Dead bards stench every coast. 

What then am I ] shall I presume. 

On such a moulten wing» 
Above the general wreck to rise. 

And, in my winter, sing? 

When nightingales, when sweetest bards. 

Confine their charming song 
To summer's animating heats, 

Content to warble young. 

Yet write I must ; a lady ^ sues; 

How shameful her request? 
My brain in labour for dull rhyme ! 

Hers teeming with the best: 

But you a stranger will excuse. 

Nor scorn his feeble strain ; 
To you a stranger, but, through fate. 

No stranger to your pain. 
^ Mrs. MoDtaga, 
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The gfaost of Grief deceased ascends. 

His old wound bleeds anew ; 
His sorrows are recall'd to life 

By those he sees in you : 

Too well he knows the twisted strings 

Of ardent hearts combined, 
When rent asunder, how they bleed. 

How hard to be resigned ! 

Those tears you pour his eyes have shed ; 

The pang you feel he felt ; 
Thus Nature, loud as Virtue, bids 

His heart at yours to melt. 

But what can heart or head suggest ? 

What sad Experience say ? 
Through truths austere to peace we work 

One rugged, gloomy way. 

What are we ? whence ? for what ? and whither 1 
Who know not needs must mourn ; 

But Thought, bright daughter of the Skies ! 
Can tears to triumph turn. 

Thought is our armour, 'tis the mind*s 

Impenetrable shield, 
Wheujsent by Fate, we meet our ibes 

In sore Affliction's field : 

It plucks the frightful mask from ills. 

Forbids pale Fear to hide. 
Beneath that dark disguise, a friend. 

Which turns affection's tide. 

Affection frail I train'd up by Sense, 

From Reason's channel strays. 
And whilst it bUndly points at peace, * 

Our peace to pain betrays. 
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Thought winds its fond erroneous stream 

From daily dying flowers. 
To nourish rich immortal blooms. 

In amaranthine bowers : 

Whence throngs in ecstasy look down 
On what once shock'd their sight. 

And thank the terrors of the past 
For ages of delight. 

All withers here ; who most possess 

Are losers by their gain ; 
Stiing by full proof that, bad at best. 

Life's idle all is vain : 

Vain, in its course, life's murmuring stream ; 

Did not its course offend. 
But murmur cease, life, then, would seem 

Still vainer, from its end. 

How wretched ! who, through cruel Fate, 

Have nothing to lament. 
With the poor alms this world affords. 

Deplorably content. 

Had not the Greek his world mistook, 

His wish had been most wise ; 
To.be content with but one world, 

like him we should despise. 

Of earth's, revenue would you state 

A full account and fair ? 
We hope, and hope, and hope, then cast 

The total up — despair. 

Since vain all here, all future, vast. 

Embrace the lot assigned; 
Heaven wounds to heal; its frowns are friends; 

Its strokes severe most kind. 
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Bat in lapsed Natare rooted deep. 

Blind Error domineers^ 
And on fools' errands, in the dark. 

Sends out our hopes and fears; 

Bids us for ever pains deplore. 

Our pleasures overprize ; 
These oft persuade us to be weak. 

Those urge us to be wise. 

From Virtue's rugged path to right. 

By Pleasure are we brought 
To flowery fields of wrong, and there 

Pain chides us for^our fault : 

Yet, whilst it chides, it speaks of peace. 

If folly is withstood. 
And says, time pays an easy price 

For our eternal good. 

In earth's dark cot, and in an hour. 

And in delusion great. 
What an economist is man ! 

To spend his whole estate. 

And beggar an eternity ? 

For which, as he was born. 
More worlds than one against it weigh'd. 

As feathers he should scorn. 

Say not your loss in triumph leads 

Religion's feeble strife; 
Joys future amply reimburse 

Joys bankrupts of this life. 

But not deferr'd your joy so long. 

It bears an early date ; 
Aflliction's ready pay in hand 

Befriends our present state. 
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What are the tears which trickle down 

Her melancholy face, 
like liquid pearl 1 like pearls of price. 

They purchase lasting peace. 

Grief softens hearts, and curbs the will. 

Impetuous passion tames. 
And keeps insatiate keen desire 

From launching in extremes. 

Through Time's dark womb, or judgment right. 

If our dim eye was thrown. 
Clear should we see the will divine 

Has but forestaird our own. 

At variance with our future wish. 

Self-sever d, we complain : 
If so, the wounded, not the wound. 

Must answer for the pain. 

The day shall come, and swift of wing. 

Though you may think it slow, 
When, in the list of Fortune s smiles. 

You '11 enter frowns of woe. 

For mark the path of Providence ; 

This course it has pursued, 
* Pain is the parent, woe the womb. 

Of sound important good.' 

Our hearts are fastened to this world 

By strong and endless ties. 
And every sorrow cuts a string. 

And urges us to rise. 

Twill sound severe—yet rest assured 

I'm studious of your peace ; 
Though I should dare to give yon joy — • 

Yes, joy of his decease. 
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An hour shall come (you question this) 
An hour, when you shall bless. 

Beyond the brightest beams of life. 
Dark days of your distress. 

Hear, then^ without surprise, a truth, 

A daughter-truth to this. 
Swift turns of Fortune often tie 

A bleeding heart to bliss. 

Esteem you this a paradox? 

My sacred motto read ; 
A glorious truth, divinely sung 

By one whose heart had bled. 

To B/esignalion swift he flew ; 

In her a friend he found ; 
A friend which bless'd bim with a smile. 

When gasping with his wound. 

On earth nought precious is obtained 

But what is painful too ; 
By travel, and to travel born, 

Our sabbaths are but few. 

To real joy we work our way. 

Encountering many « shock,. 
Ere found what truly charms, as found 

A Venus in the block. 

In some disaster, some severe 

Appointment for our sins, 
That mother-blessing, (not so call'd) 

True happiness, begins* 

No martyr e'er defied the flames 

By stings of life unvex'd ; 
First rose some quarrel with this world, . 

Then passion for the next. 
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You see, then, pangs are parent-pangs. 

The pangs of happy birth ; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 

True happiness on earth. 

The peopled earth look all around. 

Or through Time's records run, 
And say, what is a man unstruck? 

It is a man undone. 

This moment am I deeply stung — 

My bold pretence is tried — 
When vain man boasts. Heaven puts to proof 

The vauntings of his pride. 

Nor need I, madam ! your support — 

How exquisite the smart ! 
How critically timed the news ^ 

Which strikes me to the heart ! 

The pangs of which I spoke I feel : 

If worth like thine is born, 
O long beloved ! I bless the blow. 

And triumph whilst I mourn. 

Nor mourn I long ; by grief subdued 

Be Reason's empire shown ; 
Deep anguish comes by Heaven's decree, 

Continues by our own ; 

And when continued past its point. 

Indulged in length of time, 
Grief is disgrace, and what was fate 

Corrupts into a crime. 

And shall I, criminally mean. 

Myself and subject wrong? 
No ; my example shall support 

The sul:ject of my song. 

' The death of Mr. Richardson. 

46. s 
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Madam ! I grant your loss is great. 

Nor little is your gain : 
Let that be weigh'd; when weighed aright. 

It richly pays your pain. 

When Heaven would kindly set ns free. 

And earth's enchantment end. 
It takes the most effectual means. 

And robs us of a friend. 

But slich a friend! — and sigh no more I 

Tis prudent, but severe ; 
Heaven aid my weakness, and I drop 

All sorrow— with this tear. 

Perhaps your settled grief to sooth 

I should not vainly strive. 
But with soft balm your pain assuage. 

Had he been still alive ; 

Whose frequent aid brought kind relief 

In my distress of thought. 
Tinged with his beams my cloudy page. 

And beautified a fault. 

To touch our passions' secret springs 

Was his peculiar care ; 
And deep his happy genius dived 

In bosoms of the fair. 

Nature, which favours to the few 

All art beyond imparts,. 
To him presented, at his birth. 

The key of human hearts. 

« 

But not to me by him bequeath'd 

His gentle smooth address ; 
His tender hand to touch the wound 

In throbbings of distress. 
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Howe'er, proceed I must, unbless'd 

With ^sculapian art : 
Know, Love sometimes, mistaken Love ! 

Plays Disaffection's part. 

Nor lands, nor seas, nor suns, nor stars. 

Can soul from soul divide ; 
They correspond from distant worlds. 

Though transports are denied. 

Are you not, then, unkindly kind? 

Is not your love severe 1 
O ! stop that crystal source of woe. 

Nor wound him with a tear. 

As those above from human bliss 

Receive increase of joy. 
May not a stroke from human woe. 

In part, their peace destroy? 

He lives in those he left ; — to what ? 

Your, now, paternal care : 
Clear from its cloud your brighten'd eye. 

It will discern him there ; 

In features, not of form alone. 

But those, I trust, of mind. 
Auspicious to the public weal. 

And to their fate resign'd. 

Think on the tempests he sustained, 

Revolve his battles won. 
And let those prophesy your joy 

From such a father's son. 

Is consolation what you seek? 

Fan, then, his martial fire ; 
And animate to flame the sparks 

Bequeath'd him by his sire. 
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As nothiog great is born in haste. 

Wise Nature's time allow ; 
Hi9 father's laurels may desceod. 

And flourish on his brow. 

Nor, madam ! be surprised to hear. 

That laurels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field, 

(Proud boasters !) than to you. 

Tender as is the female frame. 
Like that brave man you mourn. 

You are a soldier, and to fight 
Superior battles born. 

Beneath a banner nobler far 

Than ever was unfurl'd 
In fields, of blood ; a banner bright I 

High waved o'er all the world ; 

It, like a streaming meteor, casts 

An universal light ; 
She4s days, sheds more, eternal day. 

On nations whelm'd in night. 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 

Can mount our glory higher. 
Than to sustain the dreadful blow. 

When those we love expire 1 

Go forth a moral Amazon, 

Arm'd with undaunted thought ; 

The battle won, though costing dear. 
You'll think it cheaply bought. 

The passive hero, who sits down 

Unactive, and can smile 
Beneath Affliction's galling load, 

Outacts a Cesar's toil. 
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The billows staia'd by slaughter'd foes, 

Inferior praise afford ; 
Reason 's a bloodless conqueror. 

More glorious than the sword. 

Nor can the thunder of huzzas 

* 

From shouting nations, cause 
Such sweet delight, as from your heart 
Soft whispers of applause. 

The dear deceased, so famed in arms. 

With what delight hell view 
His triumphs on the main outdone. 

Thus conquer'd, twice, by you ! 

Share his delight ; take heed to shun 

Of bosoms most diseased 
That odd distemper, an absurd 

Reluctance to be pleased. 

Some seem in love with Sorrow's charms, 

And that foul fiend embrace : 
This temper let me justly brand. 

And stamp it with disgrace. 

Sorrow ! of horrid parentage ! 

Thou second-born of hell ! 
Against Heaven's endless mercies pour'd 

How darest thou to rebel 1 

From black and noxious vapours bred. 

And nursed by want of thought. 
And to the door of Frenzy's self 

By Perseverance brought. 

Thy most inglorious, coward tears, 

From brutal eyes have ran ; 
Smiles, incommunicable smiles ! 

Are radiant marks of man ; 

s2 
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They cast a sudden glory round 

The' illumined human race; 
And light, jn sons of honest joy. 

Some beams of Moses' face. 

Is Resignation's lesson hard? 

Examine, we shall find 
That duty gives up little more 

Than ang^sh of the mind. 

S>esigQ ; and all the load of life 

That moment you remove ; 
Its heavy tax, ten thousand cares 

Devolve on One above ; 

Who bids us lay our burden down 

On his Almighty hand. 
Softens our duty to relief. 

To blessing a command. 

^OT joy what cause ! how every sense 

Is courted firom above 
The year around, with presents rich. 

The growth, of endless love ! 

But most o'erlook the blessings pour'd. 

Forget the wonders done. 
And terminate, wrapp'd up in sense, 

Their prospect at the Sun : 

Fron^ that, their final point of view. 

From t(iat, their rachant goal. 
On travel infinite of thought, 

Sets out the nobler soul. 

Broke loose from Time's tenacious ties. 

And Earth's involving gloom. 
To range at large its vast domain. 

And talk with worlds to come : 
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They let tinmark*d, and unemploy'd, 

Life's idle moments run ; 
And doing nothing; for themselyes. 

Imagine nothing done. 

Fatal mistake ! their fate goes on. 

Their dread account proceeds. 
And their not-doing is set down 

Amongst their darkest deeds. 

Though man sits still, and takes his ease, 

God is at work on man ; 
No means, no moments unemployed. 

To bless him, if he can. ' 

But man consents not, boldly bent 

To fashion his own fate ; 
Man, a mere bungler iq the trade, 

Kepents his crime too late. 

Hence loud. laments. Let me thy cause. 

Indulgent Father! plead; 
Of all the wretches we deplore. 

Not one by thee was made. 

Wh^-t is thy whole creation fair ? — 

Of love divine the child ; 
Love brought it forth, and, from its birth, 

Has o'er it fondly smiled. 

Now, and through periods distant far. 

Long ere the world began, 
Heaven is, and has in travail been ; 

Its birth the good of man. 

Man holds in constant service bound 

The blustering winds and seas ; 
Nor suns disdain to travel hard. 

Their master, man, to please. 
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To final good the worst events 

Through secret channels run ; 
Finish for man their destined course. 

As *twas for man begun. 

One point (observed, perhaps, by few) 

Has often smote, and smites 
My mind, as demonstration strong - . 

That Heaven in man delights. 

What's known to man of things unseen. 

Of future worlds or fates 1 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 

Sublime affairs relates. 

What's revelation then? a list. 

An inventory just. 
Of that poor insect's goods so late 

Caird out of night and dust. 

What various motives to rejoice ! 

To render joy sincere. 
Has this no weight? — Our joy is felt 

Beyond this narrow sphere. 

Would we in heaven new heaven create. 

And double its delight ? 
A smiling world, when Heaven looks down. 

How pleasing in its sight ! 

Angels stoop forward from their thrones 

To hear its joyful lays ; 
As incense sweet enjoy, and join 

Its aromatic praise. 

Have we no cause to fear the stroke 

Of Heaven*s avenging rod. 
When we presume to counteract 

A sympathetic God? 
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If we resign, our patience makes 

His rod an harmless wand ; 
If not, it darts a serpent's stin^, 

like that in Mos6s' hand ; 

Like that it swallows up whatever 

Earth's vain magicians bring. 
Whose baffled arts would boast below 

Of joys a rival spring. 

Consummate Love ! the list how large 

Of blessings from thy hand ! 
To banish sorrow, and be bless'd, 

Is thy supreme command. 

Are such commands but ill obey'd ? 

Of bliss shall we complain ? 
The man who dares to be a wretqh. 

Deserves still greater pun. 

Joy is our duty, glory, health ( 

The sunshine of the soul ; 
Our best encomium on the Power 

Who sweetly plans the whole. 

Joy is our Eden still possess'd ; 

Begone, ignoble grief ! 
Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts ; 

Their nature, our relief: 

Ilelief, for man to that must stoop. 

And his due distance know ; 
Transport's the language of the skies^ 

Content the style below* 

Content is joy ; and joy in pain 

Is joy and virtue too ; 
Thus, whilst good present we possess. 

More precious we pursue. 
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Of joy the more we have in hand. 

The more have we to come ; 
Joy, like our money, interest bears. 

Which daily swells the sum. 

* But how to smile, to stem the tide 

Of Nature in our veins ; 
Is it not hard to weep in joy? 

What then to smile in pains V 

Victorious joy ! which breaks the clouds. 
And struggles through a storm. 

Proclaims the mind as great as good. 
And bids it doubly charm. 

If doubly charming in our sex, 

A sex by nature bold. 
What then in yours ? 'tis diamond there. 

Triumphant o'er our gold. 

And should not this complaint repress 

And check the rising sigh 1 
Yet further opiate to your pain 

I labour to supply. 

Since spirits greatly damp'd distort 

Ideas of delight. 
Look through the medium of a fnend. 

To set your notions right. 

/ As tears the sight, grief dims the soul ; 
Its object dark appears ; 
True friendship, like a rising sun. 
The soul's horizon clears. 

A friend's an optic to the mind 

With sorrow clouded o'er; 
And gives it strength of sight to see 

Redress unseen before. 
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Reason is somewhat rough in man ; 

Extremely smooth and fair. 
When she, to grace her manly strength. 

Assumes a female air. 

A friend you haye\ and I the same. 

Whose prudent, soft address 
Will bring to life those healing thoughts 

Which died in your distress. 

That friend, the spirit of my theme 

Extracting for your ease. 
Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 

Too common, such as these. 

Let those lament, to whom full bowls 

Of sparkling joys are given ; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 

Imbitters death, and hazards Heaven. 

Woe to the soul at perfect ease ! 

Tis brewing perfect pains ; 
Luird Reason sleeps, the Pulse is king ; 

Despotic Body reigns. 

Have you ne*er pitied Joy*s gay scenes. 

And deem'd their glory dark 1 
Alas, poor Envy! she's stone blind. 

And quite mistakes her mark : 

Her mark lies hid in Sorrow's shades. 

But sorrow well subdued ; 
And in proud Fortune's frown defied 

By meek, unborrow'd good : 

By Resignation ; all in that 

A double friend may find, 
A wing to Heaven, and, while on earth, 

A pillow of mankind. 

^ The celebrated Mrs. Montagu* 
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On pillows void of down, for rest 

Our restless hopes we place ; 
When hopes of Heaven lie warm at heart. 

Our hearts repose in peace. 

That peace, which Resignation yields. 

Who feel alone can guess ; 
^is disbelieved by murmuring minds. 

They must conclude it less* 

The loss or gain of that alone 

Have we to hope or fear ; 
That Fate controls, and can invert 

The seasons of the year. 

O ! the dark days, the year around. 

Of an impatient mind ; 
Through clouds, and storms, a summer breaks. 

To shine on the resigned. 

While man, by that, of every grace 

And virtue is possess'd. 
Foul Vied her Pandsemonium builds 

In the rebellious breast. 

By Resignation we defeat 

The worst that can annoy^ 
And suffer with far more repose 

Than worldlings can enjoy. 

From small experience this I speak ; 

O grant to those I love 
Experience fuller far, ye powers 

Who form our fates above ! 

My love where due, if not to those 

Who, leaving grandeur, came 
To shine on age in mean recess. 

And light me to my theme?. 
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A theme themselves ! a theme bow riare ! 

The charms which they display 
To triumph over captive heads. 

Are set in bright array. 

With his own arms proud man's overcome. 

His boasted laurels die ; 
Learning and genius, wiser grown. 

To female bosoms fly. 

This revolution, fix'4 by Fate, 

In fable was foretold ; 
The dark prediction puzzled wits. 

Nor could the learned unfold. 

But as those ladies*^ works I read. 

They darted such a ray. 
The latent sense burst out at once. 

And shone in open day. 

So burst full ripe distended fruits. 

When strongly strikes the sun ; 
And from the purple grape unpress*d« 

Spontaneous nectars run. 

Pallas ('tis said) when Jove grew dull. 

Forsook his drowsy brain. 
And sprightly leap'd into the throne 

Of Wisdom's brighter reign ; 

Her helmet took ; that is, shot rays 

Of formidable wit ; 
And lance, — or genius most acute. 

Which lines immortal writ; 

And gorgon shield, — or, power to fright 

Man's folly dreadful shone ; 
And many a blockhead (easy change !) 

Turn'd instantly to stone. 

* Mrs. Montago. Mrs. Carter. 

46. T 
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Our authors male, as then did Jore, 

Now scratch a damaged head, 
Aud call for what once quartered there. 

But find the goddess fied. 
The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit ! 

That once forbidden tree. 
Hedged in by surly man, is now 

To Britain's daughters free. 
In Eve (we know) of fruit so fair 

The noble thirst began ; 
And they, like her, have caused a fall, 

A fall of fame in man. 
And since of genius in our sex, 

Addison ! with thee 
The sun is set, how I rejoice 

This sister lamp to see ! 
It sheds, like Cynthia, silver beams 

On man^ nocturnal state : 
His lessen'd light and languid powers 

1 show, whilst I relate. 



PART II. 

But what in either sex, beyond 

All parts, our glory crowns ? 
* In ruffling seasons to be calm. 

And smile when Fortune frowns.' 
Heaven's choice is safer than our own ; 

Of ages past inquire. 
What the most formidable fate? 

' To have our own desire.' 
If, in your wrath, the worst of foes 

You wish extremely ill ; 
Expose him to the thunder s stroke. 

Or that of his own will. 
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What numbers rushing down the steep 

Of ineliDation strong. 
Have perish'd in their ardent wish : 

Wish ardent, ever wrong ! 

Tis Resignation's full reverse. 

Most wrong, as it implies 
Error most fatal in our choice. 

Detachment from the skies. 

By closing with the skies, we make 

Omnipotence our own ; 
That done, how formidablp Ill's 

Whole army is overthrown ! 

No longer impotent and frail. 

Ourselves above we rise ; 
We scarce believe ourselves below ; 

We trespass on the skies. 

The Lord, the soul, and source of all. 

Whilst man enjoys his ease. 
Is executing human will 

In earth, and air, and seas. 

Beyond us what can angels boast? 

Archangels what require? 
Whatever below, above, is done. 

Is done >— as we desire. 

What glory this for man so mean. 

Whose life is but a span 1 
This is meridian majesty ! 

This, the sublime of nian ! 

Beyond the boast of pagan song 

My sacred subject shines. 
And for a foil the lustre takes 

Of Rome's exalted lines. 
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* All that the Sun surveys subdued. 

But Cato's mighty mind* 

How grand ! most true ; yet far beneath 

The soul of the resign'd. 

To more than kingdom s» more than worlds, 

To passion that gives law ; 
Its matchless empire could have kept 

Great Cato's pride in awe. 

That fatal pride, whose cruel point 

Transfixed his noble breast ; 
Far nobler ! • if his fate sustain'd 

Had left to Heaven the rest : 

Then he the palm had borne away. 

At distance Caesar thrown ; 
Put him off cheaply with the world. 

And made the skies his own. 

What cannot Resignation do? — 

It wonders ^an perform : , 

That powerful charm, ' Thy will be done/ 

Can lay the loudest storm. 

Come, Resignation ! then, from fields. 

Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bless'd martyrs* souls 
' Ascended to their King. 

Who is it calls thee ? One whose neied 

Transcends the common size ; 
Who stands in front against a foe 

To which none equal rise : 

In front he stands, the brink he treads 

Of an eternal state ; 
How dreadful his appointed post ! 

How strongly arm'd by Fate ! 
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His threatening foe ! what shadows deep 

Overwhelm his gloomy brow ! 
His dart tremendous ! — at fourscore 

My sole asylum thou. 

Haste then, O Resignation ! haste, 

Tis thine to reconcile 
My foe and me ; at Ihy apprpach 

My foe begins to smile. 

O for that summit of my wish. 

Whilst here I draw my breathy 
That promise of eternal life, 

A glorious smile in death ! 

What sight, Heaven's azure arch beneath. 
Hath most of Heaven to boast ? 

The man resigned, at once serene. 
And giving up the ghost. 

At Death's arrival they shall smile 

Who, not in life o'er gay. 
Serious and frequent thought sent out 

To meet him on his way. 

My gay coevals ! (such there are) 

If happiness is dear, 
Approaching Death's alarming day 

Discreetly let us fear. 

The fear of death is truly wise. 

Till wisdom can rise higher : 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude. 

Death, dreaded once, desire. 

Grand climacteric vanities 

The vainest will despise ; 
Shock'd when, beneath the snow of age, 

Man immaturely dies. 

t2 
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But am not I myself the man ? 

No need abroad to roam 
In quest of faults to be chastised ; 

What cause to blush at home ! 

In lifers decline, when men relapse 

Into the sports of youth. 
The second child outfool's the first. 

And tempts the lash of truth. 

Shall k mere truant from the grave 

With rival boys engage ? 
His trembling voice attempt to sing^ 

And ape the poet's rage ? 

Here, madam ; let me visit one» 

My fault who partly shares. 
And tell myself, by telling him. 

What more becomes oiir years. 

And if your breast with prudent zeal 

For Resignation glows, 
You will not disapprove a ju9t 

Resentment at its foes. 

In youth, Voltaire ! our foibles plead 

For some indulgence due ; 
When heads are white, their thoughts and aims 

Should change their colour too. 

How are you cheated by your wit ! 

Old age is bound to pay. 
By Nature's law, a mind discrCjet, 

For joy it takes away. 

A mighty change is wrought by years. 

Reversing human lot ; 
In ag^, !tis honour to lie hid, 

Tia praise to be forgot. 
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The wise, as flowers, which spread at noon, 

And all their charms expose. 
When evening damps and shades descend, 

Their evolutions close. 

What though your Muse has nobly soared. 
Is that our true sublime ? / 

Ours, hoary friend ! is to prefer 
Eternity to time. 

Why close a life so justly famed 

With such bold trash as this^? 
This for reopwn? yes, such as makes 

Obscurity a bliss. 

Your trash, with mine^ at open war. 

Is obstinately bent. 
Like wits beloW, to sow your tares 

Of gloom and discontent. 

With so much sunshine at command. 

Why light with darkness mix t 
Why dash with pain our pleasure 1 why 

Your Helicon with Styx ? 

Your works in our divided minds 

Repugnant passions raise. 
Confound us with a double stroke ; 

We shudder whilst we praise : 

A curious web, as finely wrought 

As genius can inspire. 
From a black bag of poison spun. 

With horror we admire. 

Mean as it is, if this is read 

With a disdainful air, 
I can't forgive so great a foe 

To my dear friend Voltaire. 

' Candide. ? Second Part. 
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Early I knew him, early praised. 

And long to praise him late ; 
His genius greatly I admire. 

Nor would deplore his fate : 

A fate how much to be deplored. 

At which our nature starts ! 
Forbear to fall on your own sword. 

To perish by your parts. 

* But great your name* — ^To feed on air 

Were then immortals bom ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great. 

More glorious is the scorn. 

* Can fame your carcass from the worm. 
Which gnaws us in the graye. 
Or soul from that which never dies. 
Applauding Europe save? 

But fame you lose ; good sense alone. 

Your idol, praise can claim ; 
When wild wit murders happiness. 

It puts to death our fame. 

Nor boast your genius ; talents bright 

E*en dunces will despise. 
If in your western beams is miss*d 

A genius for the skies. 

Your taste, too, fails : what most excels. 

True taste must relish most ; 
And what, to rival palms above. 

Can proudest laurels boast ? 

Sound heads salvation's helmet" seek; 

Resplendent are its rays : 
Let that suffice ; it needs no plume 

Of sublunary praise. 

» E^h. vi. 17. 
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May this enable coueh'd Voltaire 

To see that—* All is right ';' 
His eye, by flash of wit struck blind, 

Restoring to its sight. 

If so, all 's well : who much iiave err'd. 

That much have been forgiven ; 
I speak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 

' Voltaires are, now, in Heaven.' 

Nay, such philanthropy divine. 

So boundless in degree. 
Its marvellous of love extends 

(Stoop most profound !) to me. 

Let others cruel stars arraign. 

Or dwell on their distress ; 
But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 

A grateful heart express. 

Walking, the present God was s^en^ 

Of old, in Eden fair : 
The (rod as present, by plain steps 

Of providential care, 

I behold passing through my life ; 

His awful voice I hear; 
And conscious of my nakedness. 

Would hide myself for fear : 

But where the trees, or where the clouds^ 

Can cover from his sight? 
Naked the centre to that eye. 

To which the Sun is night. 

As yonder glittering lamps on high 

Through night illumined roll ; 
May thoughts of him by whom they shine 

Chase darkness from my soul ! 

* Which his romance ridicales. 
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My souly which reads his hand as dear 

lo my minute affiurs. 
As in his ample manuscript 

Of sun, and moon, and stars ; 

And knows him not more bent aright 

To wield that vast machine. 
Than to correct one erring thought 

In my small world within ; 

A world that shall survive the fall 

Of all his wonders here ; 
Survive, when suns ten thousand drop. 

And leave a darkened sphere* 

Yon matter gross, how bright it shines ! 

For time how great his care! 
Sure spirit and eternity 

Par richer glories share. 

Let those our hearts impress, on those 

Our contemplation dwell ; 
On those my thoughts how jUstly thrown. 

By what I now shall tell! 

When backward with attentive mind 

life's labyrinth I trace, 
I find him far myself beyond 

Propitious to my peace : 

Through all the crooked paths I trod» 

My folly he pursued ; 
My heart astray, to quick return 

Importunately woo'd. 

Due Resignation home to press 

On my capricious will. 
How many rescues did I meet 

Beneath the mask of ill ! 
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How many foes in ambush laid 

Beneath my soul's desire ! 
The deepest penitents are made 

By what we most admire. 

Have I not sometimes, (real good 

So little mortals know !) 
Mounting the summit of my wish^ 

Profoundly plunged in woe ? 

I rarely plann'd» but cause I found 

My plan's defeat to bless : 
Oft 1 lamented an event ; 

It turn'd to my success. 

By sharpen'd appetite to give 

To good intense delight, 
Through dark and deep perplexities 

He led me to the right. 

And is not this the gloomy path 

Which you are treading now? 
The path most gloomy leads to light. 

When our proud passions bow. 

When labouring under fancied ill. 

My spirits to sustain. 
He kindly cured with sovereign draughts 

Of unimagined pain. 

Pain'd Sense from Fancy's tyranny 

Alone can set us free : 
A thousand miseries we feel. 

Till sunk in misery. 

Cloy'd with a glut of all we wish, 

Our wish we relish less : 
Success, a sort of suicide. 

Is ruin'd by success. 
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Sometimes he led me near to death. 

And, pointing to the grave^ 
Bid terror whisper kind advice. 

And taught the tomb to save. 

To raise my thoughts beyond where worlds. 

As spangles, o'er us shine. 
One day he gave, and bid the next  

My sours delight resign. 

We to ourselves^ but through the means 

Of mirrors, are unknown; 
In this my fate can you descry 

No features of your own? 

And if you can, let that excuse 

These self-recording lines ; 
A record modesty forbids, 

Or to small bound confines. 

In grief why deep ingulfd ? you see 

You suffer nothing rare; 
Uncommon grief for common fate ; 

That wisdom cannot bear. 

When streams flow backward to their source. 

And humbler flames descend. 
And mountains wing'd shall fly aloft. 

Then human sorrows end : 

But human prudence, too, must cease • 

When sorrows domineer. 
When fortitude has lost its fire. 

And freezes into fear. 

The pang most poignant of my life 

Now heightens my delight ; 
I see a fair creation rise 

From Chaos and old Night. 
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From what seem'd horror and despair, 

The richest harvest rose, 
And gave me, in the nod divine, 

An absolute repose. 

Of all. the blunders of mankind. 

More gross, or frequent, none. 
Than in their grief and joy misplaced 

Eternally are shown. 

But whither points all this parade? 

It says, that near you lies 
A book, perhaps, yet unperused* 

Which you should greatly prize* 

Of self-perusal, science rare ! 

Few know the mighty gain ; 
Learned prelates, self-unread, may read 

Their Bibles o'er in vain. 

Self-knowledge, which from Heaven itself 

(So sages tell us) came. 
What is it, but a daughter fair 

Of my maternal theme ? 

tJnletter'd and untraveFd men 

An oracle might find, 
Would they consult their own contents^ 

The Delphos of the mind. 

Enter your bosom ; there you'll find 

A revelation new, 
A revelation personal, 

Which none can read but you. 

There will you clearly read reveal'd 

In your enlightened thought. 
By mercies- manifold, through life, 

To fresh remembrance brought, 
46. U 
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A mighty Being! and in him 

A complicated friend, 
A father, brother, spouse ; no dread 

Of death, divorce, or end. 

Who such a matchless friend embrace. 

And lodge him in their heart ; 
Full well, from agonies exempt. 

With other friends may part. 

As when o'erloaded branches bear 

Large clusters big with wine. 
We scarce regret one falling leaf 

From the luxuriant yine. 

My short advice to you may sound 

Obscure, or somewhat odd. 
Though *tis the best that man can give : 

* E'en be content with God.' 

Through love, he gave you the deceased ; 

Through greater, took him hence : 
This Reason fully could evince. 

Though murmur'd at by Sense* 

This friend, far past the kindest kind. 

Is past the greatest great ; 
His greatness let me touch in points 

Not foreign to your state. 

His eye, this instant reads your heart, 

A truth less obvious hear. 
This instant its most secret thoughts 

Are sounding in his ear. 

Dispute you this ? O stand in awe. 
And cease your sorrow ; know. 

That tear now trickling down he saw 
Ten thousand years ago ; 
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And twice ten thoudand hence, if you 

Your temper reconcile 
To Reason's bound, will he behold 

Your prudence with a smile ; 

A smile which through eternity 

Diffuses so bright rays. 
The dimmest deities e'en guilt, 

If guilt at last obeys. 

Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn, 

When such a Sovereign reigns). 
Your guilt diminish, peace pursue ; 

How glorious peace in pains ! 

Here then your son^ows cease ; if not. 

Think how unhappy they 
Who guilt increase by streaming tears. 

Which guilt should wash away. 

Of tears that gush profuse restrain ; 

Whence burst the dismal sighs 1 
They from the throbbing breast of one 

(Strange truth !) most happy rise. 

Not angels (hear it, and exult !) 

Enjoy a larger share 
Than is indulged to you, and yours. 

Of God's impartial care. 

Anxious for each, as if on each 

His care for all was thrown ; 
For all his care as absolute 

As all had been but one. 

And is he then so near? so kind?— <- 

How little then, and great. 
That riddle, Man ! O let me gaze 

At wonders in his fate ! 
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His fate, who yesterday did crawl 

A worm from darkness deep. 
And shall, with brother worms, beneath 

A turf, to-morrow sleep. 

How mean ! and yet if well obey'd 

His mighty Master's call. 
The whole creation for mean man 

Is deem'd a boon too small : 

Too small the whole creation deem'd 

For emmets in the dust ! 
Account amazing ! yet most true ; 

My song is bold, yet just. 

Man bom for infinite, in whom 

No period can destroy 
The power in exquisite extremes 

To suffer^ or enjoy. 

Give him Earth's empire (if no more) 

He's beggar'd and undone ! 
Imprispn'd in unbounded space ! 

Benighted by the Sun ! 

For what's the Sun*s meridian blipse 

To the most feeble ray 
Which glimmers from the dbtant dawn 

Of uncreated day? 

Tis not the poet's rapture feign'd. 
Swells here, the vain to please ; 

The mind most sober kindles most 
At truths subtime us these. 

They warm e'en me. — I di^re not say 

Divine ambition strove 
Not to bless OQly, but confound, 

^ay fright us, with its love ; 
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And yet so frightful what, or kind, 

As that the rending rock, 
The darkened Sun, and rising dead. 

So formidably spoke ? 

And are we darker than that Sun? 

Than rocks more hard and blind? 
We are ; — if not to such a God 

In agonies resigned. 

Yea, e'en in agonies forbear 

To doubt almighty Love ; 
Whate er endears eternity. 

Is mercy from above. ^ 

What most imbitters time, that most 

Eternity endears ; 
And thus, by plunging in distress, 

Exalts us to the spheres ; 

Joy's fountain head ! where bliss o'er bliss, 

O'er wonders wonders rise, 
And an Omnipotence prepares 

Its banquet for the wise ; 

Ambrosial banquet ! rich in wines 

Nectareous to the soul ! 
What transports sparkle from the stream. 

As angels fill the bowl ! 

Fountain profuse of every bliss ! 

Good will immense prevails : 
Man's line can't fathom its profound ; 

An angel's plummet fails. 

Thy love and might, by what they know 

Who judge, nor dream of more ; 
They ask a drop, bow deep the sea? 

One sand, how wide the shore? 

u2 
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Of thy exuberant good will, 

Offeaded Deity! 
The thousandth part who comprehends, 

A deity is he. 

How yonder ample azure field 

With radiant worlds is sown ! 
How tubes astonish us with those 

More deep in ether thrown f 

And those beyond of brighter worlds 

Why not a million more? — 
In lieu of answer, let us all 

Fall prostrate and adore. 

Since thou art infinite in power. 

Nor thy indulgence less ; 
Since man, quite impotent, and blind. 

Oft drops into distress ; 

Say, what is Resignation? Tis 

Man s weakness understood ; 
And Wisdom grasping, with a hand 

Far stronger, every good. 

Let rash repiners stand appall'd. 

In thee who dare nqi tryst ; 
Whose abject souls, like demons dark, 

Are murmuring in the dust. 

For man to murmur or repine 

At what by thee is done. 
No less absyrd than to complaiQ 

Of darkness in the Sun. 

Who would not, with a heart at ease. 

Bright eye, unclpuded brow. 
Wisdom and Goodness at the helm, 

The roughest ocean plough ? 
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What though I'm swallow'd in the deep? . 

Though mountains o'er me roar ? 
Jehoyah reigns ! as Jonah safe 

I'm landed, and adore ! 

Thy will is welcome, let it wear 

Its most tremendous form : 
Roar, waves ! rage, winds ! I know that thou 

Canst save me by a storm. 

Prpm thee immortal spirits born, 

To thee their fountain flow. 
If wise, as curl'd around to theirs 

Meandering streams below. 

Not less compeird by Reason's call. 

To thee our souls aspire. 
Than to thy skies, by Nature's Uw, 

High mounts material fire ; 

To thee aspiring they exult ; 

I feel my spirits rise, 
I feel myself thy son, and pant 

For patrimonial skies. 

Since ardent thirst of future good. 

And generous sense of past. 
To thee man's prudence strongly ties. 

And binds affection fast ; 

Since great thy love, and great our want. 

And men the wisest blind. 
And bliss our aim, pronounce us all 

Distracted or resign'd ; 

Resign'd through duty, interest, shame ; 

Deep shame ! dare 1 complain. 
When (wondrous truth !) in Heaven itself 

Joy owed its birth to paip? 



228 RESIGNATION. P. II. 

And pain for me ! for me was drain'd 

Gall's orerflowing bowl ; 
And shall one drop, to murmur bold 

ProYoke my guilty soul? 

If pardon'd this, what cause, what crime 

Can Indignation raise? 
The Sun was lighted up to shine. 

And man was born to praise : 

And when to praise thee man shall cease. 

Or Sun to strike the yiew ; 
A cloud dishonours both, but man's 

The blacker of the two. 

For, oh! ingratitude how black! 

With most profound amaze 
At love, which man beloved overlooks, 

Astonish'd angels gaze. 

Praise cheers, and warms, like generous wine; 

Praise more divine than prayer : 
Prayer points our ready path to Heaven ; 

Praise is already there. 

Let plausive Resignation rise. 

And banish all complaint; 
All virtues thronging into one. 

It finishes the saint ; 

Makes the man bless'd as man can be ; 

Life's labours renders light; 
Darts beams through Fate's incumbent gloom. 

And lights our sun by nig^t. 

Tis Nature's brightest ornament. 

The richest gift of Grace, 
Rival of angels, and supreme 

Proprietor of peace : 
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Nay, peace beyond, no small degree 

Of rapture 'twill impart ; 
Know, madam ! ' when your heart's in Hea?en, 

All heaven is in your heart.' 

But who to Heaven their hearts can raise? 

Denied divine support. 
All virtue dies ; support divine 

The wise with ardour court : 

When prayer partakes the seraph's fire, 

Tis mounted on his wing. 
Bursts through Heaven's crystal gates, and gains 

Sure audience of its King. 

The labouring soul from sore distress 

That bless'd expedient frees ; 
I see you far advanced in peace ; 

I see you on your knees. 

How on that posture has the beam 

Divine for ever shone! 
An humble heart, God's other seat'"] 

The rival of his throne. 

And stoops Omnipotence so low 1 

And condescends to dwell 
Eternity's inhabitant. 

Well pleased, in such a cell? 

Such honour how shall we repay? 

How treat our guest divine ? — 
The sacrifice supreme be slain I 

Let self-will die : Resign. 

Thus far, at large, on our disease ; 

Now, let the cause be shown. 
Whence rises, and will ever rise. 

The dismal human groan. 

^^ Isaiah hii. 16, 
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What our sole fountain of distress? — 

Strong passion for this scene ; 
That trifles makes important things. 

Of mighty moment mean. 

When earth's dark maxims poison shed 

On our polluted souls. 
Our hearts and interests fly as far 

Asunder as the poles. 

like princes in a cottage nursed 

Unknown their royal race, 
With abject aims and sordid joys 

Our grandeur we disgrace. 

O for an Archimedes new. 

Of moral powers possess'd, 
The world to move and quite expel 

That traitor from the breast ! 

No small advantage may be reaped 

From thought whence we descend ; 
From weighing well, and prizing weighed. 

Our origin and end ; 

From far above the glorious Sun 

To this dim scene we came ; 
And may, if wise, for ever bask 

In great Jehovah's beam : 

Let that bright beam, on reason roused, | 

In awful lustre rise. 
Earth's giant ills are dwarf 'd at once. 

And all disquiet dies : 

Earth's glories, too, their splendour lose. 

Those phantoms charm no more ; 
Empire's a feather for a fool. 

And Indian mines are poor ; 
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Then level'd quite, whilst yet alive. 

The monarch and his slave ; 
Nor wait enlighten'd minds to learn 

That lesson from the grave. 

A George the Third would then be low 

As Lewis in renown, 
Could he not boast of glory more 

Than sparkles from a crown. 

When human glory rises high 

As human glory can ; 
When, though the king is truly great. 

Still greater is the man : 

The man is dead where virtue fails ; 

And though the monarch proud 
-In grandeur shines, his gorgeous robe 

Is but a gaudy shroud. 

Wisdom! where art thoul None on earth, . 

Though grasping wealth, fame, power. 
But what, O Death ! through thy approach 

Is wiser every hour. 

Approach how swift 1 how unconiined ! 

Worms feast on viands rare ; 
Those little epicures have kings 

To grace their bill of fare. 

Prom kings what resignation due 

To that Almighty Will, 
Which thrones bestows ; and, when they fail, 

Can throne them higher still ! 

Who truly great? the good and brave. 

The masters of a mind, 
The will divine to do resolved ; 

To suffer it, resign'd. 
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Madam ! if that may give it weigbt^ 

The trifle you receiye 
Is dated from a solemn scene. 

The border of the grave ; 

Where strongly strikes the trembling soul 

Eternity's dread power. 
As bursting on it through the thin 

Partition of an hour. 

Hear this, Voltaire ! but this irom me 

Runs hazard of your frown : 
However, spare it ; ere you die, 

Such thoughts will be your own. 

In mercy to yourself, forbear 

My notions tp chastise, 
Lest unawares the gay Voltaire 

Should blame Voltaire the wise. 

Fame's trumpet rattling in your ear. 

Now makes us disagree ; 
When a far louder trumpet sounds, 

Voltaire will close with me. 

How shocking is that modesty 

Which keeps some honest men 
From urging what their hearts suggest. 

When braved by Folly's pen. 

Assaulting truths, of which in all 

Is sown the sacred seed ! 
Our constitution's orthodox, 

And closes with our creedi^ 

What then are they whose proud conceits 

Superior wisdom boast? 
Wretches, who fight their own belief. 

And labour to be lost. 
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Though Vice by no superior joys 

Her heroes keeps in pay ; 
Through pufe disinterested love 

Of ruin they obey; 

Strict their devotion to the wrong, 

Though tempted by no prize ; 
Hard their commandments, and their creed 

A magazine of lies 

From Fancy's forge : gay Fancy smiles 

At Reason plain and cool ; 
Fancy, whose curious trade it is 

To make the finest fool. 

Voltaire! long life's the greatest curse 

That mortals can receive. 
When they imagine the chief end 

Of living is to live ; 

Quite thoughtless of their day of death. 

That birthday of their sorrow i 
Knowing it may be distant far. 

Nor crush them till — to-morrow^ 

These are cold northern thoughts, conceived 

Beneath an humble cot ; 
Not mine your genius, or your state. 

No Castle" is my lot: 

But soon, quite level shall we lie ; 

And, what pride most bemoans. 
Our parts, in rank so distant now. 

As level as our bones. 

Hear you that sound? alarming sound! 

Prepare to meet your fate ! 
One, who writes ^ni« to our works. 

Is knocking at the gate. 

** Letter to Lord Ljttelion. 
40. X 
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Far other works will soon be weighed ; 

Far other judges sit; 
Far other crowns be lost, or woo. 

Than fire ambitious wit. 

Their wit far brightest will be proved. 

Who sunk it in good sense, 
And veneration most profound 

Of dread Omnipotence ! 

Tis that alone unlocks the gate 

Of bless'd eternity ; 
O mayst thou never, never lose 
. That more than golden key '' ! 

Whatever may seem too rough, excuse ; 

Your good I have at heart ; 
Since from my soul I wish you well. 

As yet we must not part : 

Shall you and I, in love with life, 

Life's future schemes contrive. 
The world in wonder not unjust. 

That we are still alive? 

What have we left? how mean in man 
• A shadow's shade to crave? 
When life, so vain ! is vainer still, 
'Tis time to take our leave. 

■Happier than happiest life his death. 

Who, falling in the field 
Of conflict with his rebel will. 

Writes Vici on his shield : 

So falling man, immortal heir 

Of an eternal prize, 
Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 

Descends into the skies. 

*' Alluding to Prosiia. 
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O how disordered our machine, 

When contradictions mix ! 
When Nature strikes no less than twelve, 

And Folly points at six ! 

To mend the movements of your heart, 

How great is my delight ! 
Gently to wind your morals up, 

And set your hand aright! 

That hand, which spread your wisdom wide 

To poison distant lands : 
Kepent, recant ; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands. 

To Satan dreadfully resigned 

Whole herds rush down the steep 

Of folly, by lewd wits possess'd. 
And parish in the deep. 

Men's praise your vanity pursues : 

Tis well, pursue it still ; 
But let it be of men deceased. 

And you'll resign the will : 

And how superior they to those 

At whose applause you aim. 
How very far superior they 

In number and in name ! 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Thus have I written, when to write 
No mortal should presume ; 

Or only write, what none can blame, 
Hicjacet — for his tomb. 
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The public frowns, and censures loud 

My puerile employ : 
Though just the censure, if you smile, 

The scandal I enjoy. 

But sing no more — ^no more I sing. 

Or reassume the lyre. 
Unless vouchsafed an humble part 

Where Raphael leads the choir. 

What myriads swell the concert loud I 

Their golden harps resound 
High as the footstool of the throne. 

And deep as hell profound : 

Hell (horrid contrast) chord and song 

Of raptured angels drowns 
In self-will's peal of blasphemies. 

And hideous burst of gr6ans ; 

But drowns them not to me ; I hear 

Harmonious thunders roll 
(In language low of men to speak) 

From echoing pole to pole ! 

Whilst this grand chorus shakes the skies — 

* Above, beneath the Sun, 
Through boupdless age, by men, by gods, 

Jehovah's will^ be done.' 

Tis done in Heaven ; whence headlong hurFd 

Self-will, with Satan, fell ; 
And must from earth be banish'd too. 

Or earth 's another hell. 

Madam ! self-will inflicts your pains ; 

Self-will's the deadly foe 
Which deepens all the dismal shades. 

And points the shafts of woe. 
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Your debt to Nature fully paid. 

Now Virtue claims b^r due ; 
But Virtue^s cause I need not plead». 

'Tis safe ; I write to you. 

You know, tbat Virtue^s basis lies 

In ever judging right; 
And wiping error's clouds away. 

Which dim the mental sight. 

Why mourn the dead? you wrong the grave, 

From storm that safe resort ; 
We are still tossing out at sea, 

Our admiral in port. 

Was death denied, this world a scene 

How dismal and forlorn ! 
To death we owe, that 'tis to man 

A blessing to be born. 

When every other blessing fails. 

Or sapp'd by slow decay, 
Or storm'd by sudden blasts of Fate, 

Is swiftly hurl'd away! 

How happy ! that no storm, or time. 

Of death can rob the just! 
None pluck from their unaching heads 

Soft pillows in the dust ! • 

Well pleased to bear Heaven's darkest frown. 

Your utmost power employ; 
Tis noble chemistry to turn 

Necessity to joy. 

Whatever the colour of my fate. 

My fate shall be my choice ; 
Determined am I, whilst I breathe. 

To praise and to rejoice. 

x2 
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What ample cause! triumphaot hope! 

O rich eternity! 
I start not at a world in flames, 

Charm'd with one glimpse of thee. 

And Thou ! its great inhabitant ! 

How glorious dost thou shine ; 
And dart through sorrow, danger, death. 

The beam of joy divine. 

The void of joy (with some concern 

The truth severe I tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 

A fool, or infidel. 

Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire! 

From joyless murmur free ; 
Or, let us know, which character 

Shall crown you of the three. 

Resign, resign : this lesson none 

Too deeply can instil ; 
A crown has been resigned by more 

Than have resign'd the will; 

Though will resign'd the meanest makes 

Superior in renown. 
And richer in celestial eyes. 

Than he who«wears a crown. 

Hence in the bosom of cold age 

Is kindled a strange aim 
To shine in song, and bid me boast 

The grandeur of my theme : 

But, oh ! how far presumption falls 

Its lofty theme below ! 
Our thoughts in life's December freeze. 

And numbers cease to flow. 
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First! Greatest! Best! grant what I wrote 

For others ne'er may rise 
To brand the writer ; thou alone 

Canst make our wisdom wise. 

And how unwise, how deep in guilt. 

How infamous the fault, 
' A teacher throned in pomp of words, 

In deed beneath the taught !* 

Means most infallible to make 

The world an infidel. 
And with instructions most divine 

To pave a path to hell, 

O for a clean and ardent heart ! 

O for a soul on fire ! 
Thy praise, begun on earth, to sound 

Where angels string the lyre! 

How cold is man ! to him how hard 

(Hard whi^t most easy seems) 
* To set a just esteem on that. 

Which yet he — most esteems/ 

What shall we say, when boundless bliss 

Is offered to mankind, 
And to that offer when a rape 

Of rationals is blind? ^ 

Of human nature, ne'er too high 

Are our ideas wrought ; 
Of human merit, ne'er too low 

Depressed the daring thought. 



THE 

OLD MAN'S RELAPSE. 

OCCASIONED BY A POETICAL EPISTLE, ADDRESSED 
FROM MR. DODINGTON TO SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 



Sopitos snscitat ignes. YlRO. 



From man's too curious and impatient sight 
The ^ture Heaven involves in thickest night. 
Credit gray hairs : though freedom much we boast. 
Some least perform, what they determine most. 
What sudden changes our resolves betray? 
To-morrow is a satire on to-day. 
And shows its weakness. Whom shall men believe, 
. When constantly themselves themselves deceive? 

Long had I bid my once loved Muse adieu ; 
You warm old age ; my passion burns anew. 
How sweet your verse ! How great your force of 

mind ! 
What power of words ! What skill in dark mankind ! 
Polite the conduct; generous the design ; 
And beauty files, and strength sustains each line. 
Thus Mars and Venus are once more beset; 
Your wit has caught them in its golden net. 

But what strikes home with most exalted grace 
Is, haughty Genius taught to know its place ; 
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A ni, where worth shines, its humbled crest to bend. 
With zeal devoted to that godlike end. 
When we discern so rich a vein of sense. 
Through the smooth flow of purest eloquence ; 
Tis like the limpid streams of Tagus roll'd 
0*er boundless wealth, o er shming beds of gold. 

r 

But whence so finish'd, so refined a piece 7 
The tongue denies it to old Rome and Greece ; 
The Genius bids the nioderns doubt their claim. 
And slowly take possession of the fame. 
But I nor know nor care by whom 'twas writ. 
Enough for me that *tis from human wit ; 
That sooths my pride : all glory in the pen 
Which has done honour to the race of men.. 

But this have others done ; a like applause 
An ancient and a modern' Horace draws. 
But they to glory by degrees arose. 
Meridian lustre you, at once, disclose. 
'Tis continence of mind, unknown before. 
To write so well, and yet to write no more. 
More bright renown can human nature claim, 
Than to deserve, and fly, immortal fame? 

Next to the godlike praise of writing well,. 
Is on that praise with just delight to dwell. 
O for some god my drooping soul 4o raise ! 
That I might imitate, as well as praise ; 
Por all commend : e'en foes your fame confess ; 
Nor would Augustus' ^ge have prized it less ; 
An age, which had not held its pride so long, 
But for the want of so complete a song. 

' Boileau. 
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A golden period shall from you comnlence ; 
Peace shall be sign'd 'twixt wit and manly sense; 
Whether your genius or your rank they yiew^ 
The Muses find their Halifax in you. 
Like him succeed ! nor think ray zeal is shown 
For you : 'tis Britain's interest, not your own : 
For lofty stations are but golden snares 
Which tempt the great to fall in lore with cares. 

I would proceed ; but age has chill'd my vein ; 
Twas a short fever, and I'm cool again. 
Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 
Its tasteless, painful course, to sing of you. 
When such the subject, who shall curb his flight? 
When such your genius, who shall dare to write? 
In pure respect I give my rhyming o'er^ 
And, to commend you most, commend no more. 

Adieu, whoe'er thou art! on death's pale coast 
Ere long I'll talk thee o'er with Dryden's ghost; 
The bard will smile. A last, a long farewell ! 
Henceforth I hide me in my dusky cell ; 
There wait the friendly stroke that sets me free^ 

And think of immortality and thee. 

My strains are number'd by the tuneful Nine ; 
Each maid presents her thanks, and all present 
thee mine. 



/ 
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1726. 



Qaaesitam meritis. HoR. 



With invocations some their breasts inflame ; 
t need no Muse, a Walpole is my theme. 

Ye mighty dead ! ye garter'd sons of praise ! 
Our morning stars ! our boast in former days ! 
Which hovering o'er, your purple wings display. 
Lured by the pomp of this distinguished day. 
Stoop and attend : by one the knee be bound. 
One throw the mantle's crimson folds around; 
By that the sword on his proud thigh be placed. 
This clasp the diamond girdle round his waist ; 
His breast, with rays, let just Godolphin spread. 
Wise Burleigh plant the plumage on his head. 
And Edward own, since first he fix'd the race. 
None pressed fair glory with a swifter pace. 

When Fate would call some mighty genius forth. 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth. 
Or aid some favourite king's illustrious toil. 
It bids his blood with generous ardour boil ; 
His blood, from Yirtue^s celebrated source, 
Pour'd down the steep of time, a lengthen'd course ! 
That men prepared may just attention pay, 
Wam'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day. 
When all the scattered merits of his line. 
Collected to a point, intensely shine. 
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See, Britain ! see thy Walpole shine from far^ 
His azure ribbon and his radiant star; 
A star that, with auspicious beams^ shall guide 
Thy vessel safe through Fortune's roughest tide. 
If Peace still smiles, by this shall Commerce steer 
A finished course in triumph round the sphere ; 
And, gathering tribute from each distant shore. 
In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour. 

If war 's ordain'd, this star shall dart its beams 
Through that black cloud which, rising from the 

Thames, 
With thunder, formM of Brunswick's wrath is sent 
To claim the seas, and awe the continent : 
This shall direct it where the bolt to throw, 
A star for us, a comet to the foe. 

At this the Muse shall kindle and aspire: 
My breast, O Walpole ! glows with grateful fire; 
The streams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee. 
Refresh the dry domains of poesy. 
My fortune shows, when arts are Walpole's care. 
What slender worth forbids us to despair ; 
Be this thy partial smile from censure free, 
'Twas meant for merit, though it fell on me. 

Since Brunswick^s smile has authorized my Muse, 
Chaste be her conduct, and sublime her views. 
False praises are the whoredoms of the pen. 
Which prostitute fair fame to worthless men. 
This profanation of celestial fire 
Makes fools despise what wisdom should admire. 
Let those I praise to distant times be known. 
Not by their author's merit but their own. 
If others think the task is hard, to weed 
From verse rank flattery's vivacious seed. 
And rooted deep, one means must set them free : 
Patron ! and patriot ! let them sing of thee. 
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While vulgar frees ignoble honour^ wear^ 
Kor those retain when winter chills the year. 
The generous orange, favourite of the Sun,- 
With vigorous charms can througbthe seasons run ; 
Defies the storm with her tenacious green, 
And flowers and fruits in rival pomp are seen ; 
Where blossoms fall, still fairer blossoms spring. 
And midst their sweets the feather'd poets sing. 

On Walpole, thus, may pleased Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too ; 
The fruit of service and the bloom of fame^ 
Matured and gilded by the royal beam- 
He, when the nipping blasts of envy rise. 
Its guilt can pity, and its rage despise; 
Let fall no honours, but, securely greats 
TJnfaded holds the colour Of hisr fate ; 
No winter knows^ though ruffling factions press. 
By wisdom deeply rooted in success ; 
One glory shed, a brighter is displayed >, 
And the charm'd Muses shelter in tibe shade. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme. 
In deep^eternity to launeh thy name I 
Thy name in view, no rights of verse I plead. 
But what chaste Truth indites old Time shall 
read : — 

' Behold ! a man of ancient faith and blood, 
Which soon beat high for arts and public good ; 
Whose glory great, but natural, appears. 
The genuine growth of services and years ; 
No sudden exhalation drawn on high. 
And fondly gilt by partial majesty ; 
One bearing greatest toils with greatest ease ; 
One born to serve us, and yet bom to please ; 

* Knight of the Bath, and than of the Garter. 
46. Y 
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Whom, while our rights in equal scales he lays. 
The prince may trust, and yet the people praise ; 
His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear. 
His tongue is flowing, and his heart sincere ; 
His counsel guides, his temper cheers our isle. 
And, smiling, gives three kingdoms cause to smile/ 

Joy then to Britain, bless'd with such a son ; 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won ; 
Who, nobly conscious, meets the smiles of Fate ; 
True greatness lies in daring to be great. 
Let dastard souls in affectation run 
To shades, nor wear bright honours fairly won ; 
Such men prefer, misled by false applause. 
The pride of modesty, to virtue*s cause. 
Honours which make the face of virtue fair, 
'Tis great to merit, and 'tis wise to wear : 
'Tis holding up the prize to public view. 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new ; 
Heightens the lustre of our age and qlime. 
And sheds rich seeds of worth for future time. 

Proud chiefs, alone in fields of slaughter famed. 
Of old this azure bloom of glory claim'd : 
As when stern Ajax pour'd a purple flood. 
The violet rose, fair daughter of his blood. 
Now rival wisdom dares the wreath divide. 
And both Minervas rise in equal pride. 
Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne 
Who shines illustrious not in wars alone. 
Let fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes ; 
They coldly court desert who fame despise; 
For what's ambition but fair Virtue's sail t 
And what applause, but her propitious gale ; 
When, swell'd with that, she fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port designed ; 
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When chain'd^ without it, to the labduriDg oar. 
She toils ! she pants ! nor gains the flying shore ; 
From her sublime pursuits, or turn'd aside 
By blasts of envy or by Fortune's tide : 
For one that has succeeded, ten are lost. 
Of equal talents, ere they make the coast. 

Then let renown to worth divine incite 
With all her beams, but throw those beams aright. 
Then merit droops, and genius downward tends. 
When godlike ^lory, like our land, descends. 
Custom the Garter long confined to few. 
And gave to birth exalted Virtue's due : 
Walpole has thrown the proud enclosure down. 
And high desert embraces fair renown. 
Though rivald, let the peerage smiling see 
(Smihng in justice to their own decree) 
This proud reward by majesty bestow'd- 
On worth like that whence first the peerage flow'd. 
From frowns of fate Britannia s bliss to guard. 
Let subjects merit, and let kings reward. 
Gods are most gods by giving to excel. 
And kings most Uke them by rewarding well. 

Though strong the twanging nerve, and, drawn 
aright. 
Short is Uie winged arrow's upVard flight ; 
But if an eagle it transfix on high. 
Lodged in the wound, it soars into the sky. 

Thus while I sing thee with unequal lays. 
And wound, perhaps, that worth I mean to praise. 
Yet I transcend myself, I rise in fame. 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme. 

No more ; for in this dread suspense of fate 
Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 
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Weigh peac^ and war ; now Europe's eyes are hent 
On mighty Brunswick for the great event:. 
Brunswick! of kings the terror or defence! 
Who dares detain thee at a world*s expense? 
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VERSES 



OCCASIONED BY THAT FAMOUS PIECE OF THE C^UCI- 
FlXIONy DONE BY MICHAEL ANOELO'. 

While his Redeemer on his canvass dies, 
Stahh*d at his feet his brother weltering lies; 
The daring artist, cruelly serene. 
Views the pale cheek and the distorted mien ; 
He drains off Ufe by drops, and, deaf to cries 
Examines every spirit as it flies : 
He studies torment ; dives in mortal woe ; 
To rouse up every pang, repeats his blow ; 
Each rising agony, each dreadful grace. 
Yet warm, transplanting to his Saviour's face. 
O glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boast. 
From his own skilf he starts, in horror lost. 

' Who was falsely reported to have obtained leave to treat 
a malefaotor condemned to be broke upon the wheel as be 
pleased for this purpose : and then directed that the man 
fboald be stabbed in snch parts of the body as he appre- 
hended woold occasion the most excraciating tortare, that 
he might represent the agonies of death in the n^ost patara^ 
jpanner* 
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AN HISTORICAL 

EPILOGUE TO THE BROTHERS. 

BY THE AUTHOR. 

An Epilogue, through custom, is your right; 
But ne'er, perhaps, was needful till this night. 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies ; 
Guilt's dreadful close our narrow scene denie3. 
In history's authentic record read. 
What ^inple vengeance gluts Demetrius' shade \ 
Vengeance so great, that, when his tale is toldy 
"With pity some e'en Perseus may behold. 

Perseus survived, indeed, and fill'd the throne, 
But ceaseless cares in conquest made him groan : 
Nor reign'd he long ; from Rome swift thunder flew. 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw : 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led. 
For this night's deed his perjured bosom bled: 
His brother's ghost each moment made him start. 
And all his father's anguish rent his heart. 

When,robed in black, his children round him hung. 
And their raised arms in early sorrow wrung. 
The younger smiled, unconscious of their woe. 
At which thy tears, O Rome ! began to flow ; 
So sad the scene : what then must Perseus feel. 
To see Jove's race attend the victor's wheel? 
To see the slaves of bis worst foes increase 
Prom such a source! — an emperor's embrace; 
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He sicken'd soon to death : and, what is worse. 
He well deserved, and felt, the coward's curse ; 
Unpitied, scom'd, insulted, his last hour. 
Far, far from home, and in a vassal's power. 
His pale cheek rested on his shameful chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign : 
No suit retards, no comfort sooths his doom. 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus. — Dire vengeance to complete. 
His ancient empire falling, shares his fate. 
His throne forgot! his weeping country chain'd! 
And nations ask — where Alexander reign'd. 
As public woes a prince's crimes pursue. 
So public blessings are his virtues' due. 
Shout, Britons ! shout ; — auspicious fortune bless ; 
And cry, * Long live — our title to success !* 



I" 
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EPITAPH 

ON 

LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK'. 

3fn SStcstminBter HhhtJEi, 

Whilst Britain boasts her empire o'er the deep. 
This marble shall compel the brave to weep : 
As men, as Britons, and as soldiers, mourn ; 
Tis dauntless, loyal, virtuous Beauclerk's urn. 
Sweet were his manners, as his soul was great. 
And ripe his worth, though immature his fate ; 
Each tender grace that joy and love inspires. 
Living, he mingled with his martial fires : 
Dying, he bid Britannia's thunders roar ; 
And Spain still felt him when he breathed no more. 

^ A BOO of the Dake of St. Alban's ; born in 1711, and 
being regalarlj bred to the seaservice, was appointed to the 
command of the Ladlow Castle in 1731. He was captain 
of the Prince Frederic at the attack on the harboor of Car- 
thagena in March, 1741, and lost his life, bj having both his 
legs shot off. 
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EPITAPH 

AT WELWYN, HERTl^ORDSHIRE. 

If fond of what is rare, attend ! 

Here lies an honest man, 

Of perfect piety. 

Of iamblike patience. 

My friend, James Barker ; 

To whom I pay this mean memorial. 

For what deserves the greatest. 

An example 

Which shone through all the clouds of fortune. 

Industrious in low estate. 

The lesson and reproach of those above him. 

To lay this little stone 

Is my ambition ; 

While others rear 

The polished marbles of the great! 

Vain pomp ! 
A turf o'er virtue charms us more< 

E. Y. 1749. 
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